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PREFACE. 


8 the leaves of the Sybil were too valuable 
to be loſt, ſo we apprehend the recover- 
ing the ſubſequent pieces of Mr. Pope's from 


the obſcurity they lay in, will be an acceptable 


ſervice to the public. 

The motives for the reverend publiſher of his 
works, omitting them, are beſt known to him- 
ſelf; and which, as he has declined commu- 
nicating, we ſuppoſe might ariſe from the follow- 
ing reaſons. | 
The ſatire on Lord Bolingbroke in the imita- 
tion of the 4th epiſtle of the 1ft book of Horace, 
and that praiſe beſtowed on him in his letter to 
Mr. Richardſon, where he ſays, 


The ſons hall bluſh their fathers were his foes 3 


being ſo contradictory, probably occaſioned the 
former to be ſuppreſſed. _ 

So the panegyrick on lady Mary Wortley 
Montague, was very likely omitted on account 
of her having ſatirized him in Verſes to the Imita- 
tor of Horace, to which abuſe he returned, in 


Iſt Sat. 2d B. of Horace. | 


From furious Sapho, ſcarce a milder fate, 
Pox'd by her love, or libel d by ber hate. 


The verſes on the Looking-Glaſs; poſſibly 


were ſecreted, from the author's becoming ſoon 


after acquainted with that lady and her huſband, 
nas appears in a letter to Mr, Gay, Nov. 8th, 


1718. | | 
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The Three Gentle Shepherds being leſt out, 
ſeems ſufficiently explained in the letter to an 
honourable perſon, June 8th, 1714; and the 
Dunciad. 


The farcaſtical verſes and letter deſcribing 


Blcinheim, we preſume, are rejected in compli- 
ment to the preſent proprietors of it. 

The letter to Mr, Hughes, with the excellent 
character of his dcceas'd brother, being ſo con- 
trary to one addreſſed to Dean Swift, in which 
he ſays, He was of the claſs of the mediocribus 


in proſe and verſe, made it neceſſary to fink the 


firſt, 


The letter to Mr. Dennis is not inſerted, be- 


cauſe Mr, Pope had only ridicul'd him under the 


fictitious account of Dr. Norris's frenzy, but 


afterward in the Dunciad. 

The three letters from the Abbe C- are ſup- 
poſed to be omitted on the ſcore of the reflecti- 
ons on the then Miniſtry, and the high panegy- 
rick Mr, Pope beſtows on himſelf. 

But why thoſe to Miſs Blount have not had a 
place, becauſe borrow'd from Voiture, when that 
to a lady with a book of drawings, is taken from 
one he wrote to Madam Rambouillet, in the 
name of Collet the engraver, preſenting a book 
of his prints, and others, containing compli- 
ments to ſeveral ladies, are extracted from him, 
is, we imagine, owing to a deſign of rendering 
the Plagiary leſs liable to detection. 

Weare at a loſs to affign a reaſon why the So- 
ber Advice from Horace; the Verſion of the firſt 
Pſalm, which was printed from the original MSS. 
under Mr. Pope's own hand; the fecundifying 
verſe in the Worms; the rapturous lines in the 

letter 
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letter to Mr. Cromwell, Jan. 22, 1708-9; the 
letter to a lady in the name of her brother; all 
which ſeem of a piece with the lines in the letter 
to the above gentleman, April 25th, 1708, 
which is permitted to remain, while thoſe are ex- 
cluded, ſeems incongruous ; unleſs that is retain» 


ed in order to diſplay the poet's excellence in 


double entendre, as in all other things he eater- 
piized, £ 
But whatever might be ſuggeſted againſt re- 
viewing aught here mentioned, ſure nothing can 
be objected againſt the Bſſ-y on Human K 
which was printed ſoon after the Eſſay on Man, 
was uſhercd into the world by the ſame publiſher, 
and aſſerted in the title to be done by the ſame 
author. This was never contradicted by him, 


and the ſtile evinces to be true; and ſeems to 


have taken its riſe from that hint in Dr. Swift's 
letter to him July 23d, 1737, where he ob- 
ſerves, From theſe volumes of letters might be 
collected the beſt ſy/tem that ever was wrote for the 


conduct of human life. 


As to the other poems, they ſpeak for them- 
ſelves; and as they were univerſally acknowledg- 
ed to be his at their firſt appearance, they will 
not, we preſume, be diſputed now. | 

Though Mr. Pepe complained in his letters to 

Mr. Craggs and Mr. Bethel, of the publication 


of his puerile epiſtles to Mr. Wycherley and Mr. 


Cromwell, on account of his ill judgment of 
men and things ; yet as he afterwards admitted 
them in the edition publiſhed by himſelf, ſo the 
ſentiments he then entertained, received the ſanc- 
tion of his riper years, and ſhould not have been 
rejected; nor that number of paragraphs in _ 
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ral letters caſtrated, which we have now reſtored 
to the public. | 5 | 
The omitting! of the Three Hours after Mare 
riage, might be owing to its having been 
damned at the time it was acted. And tho' Mr. 


Gay's name appears in the advertiſement to it, 


yet he therein acknowledges he received aſſiſtance 
trom two friends, who would: not allow of their 
names being told. But Colley Cibber, Eſq; has 


not ſcrupled to fay that it was jointly wrote by 
Mr. Pope, and Dr. Arbuthnot; and that Mr. 


Gay permitted his name to be made uſe of to 
ſcreen them from the laugh of the town. 
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Mr. WycHRLEY to Mr. Pop. 


March 22, 1705-6. 


MUST lay a penance upon you—which is 
to defire you to look over that damn'd miſ- 
cellany of madrigals of mine, to pick out (if 
; 2 ſome that may be ſo altered, that 
1 they may yet appear in print again: I hope 
with better e 4 they — have SR 
I will give you my reaſon for this requeſt of mine, 
ol | when 
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2 Letters of Mr. Wy cyHERLEY 


when I ſee you; which I am reſolved ſhall be when 


I have done here, and at the Bath, where I deſign to 


go, and afterwards to ſpend two months (God will- | 


ing) with you at Binfield, or near i. 
Mr. WYCHERLEY to Mr, Pors.- 


Feb. 19, 1706-7. 


HAVE receiv'd yours of the 26th, as kind as it is 


ingenuous, for which therefore I moſt heartily 
thank you. It would have been much more welcome 
to me, had it not informed me of your want of 


health; but you who have a mind ſo vigorous, may 


well be contented with its crazy habitation ; ſince 
(you know) the old ſimilitude ſays: 'The keeneſs of 


the mind ſooneſt wears out the body, as the ſharpeſt 


ſword ſooneſt deſtroys the ſcabbard : ſo that (as I ſay) 
you muſt be ſatisfyed with your apprekenſion of an 
uneaſy life, tho' I hope not a ſhort one; notwith- 
ſtanding that you ſolid wits (tho* weak bodies) are 
immortal hereafter by that genious, which ſhortens 
your preſent life, to prolong that of the future, 
But I yet hope, your great vigorous, and active mind 
will not be able to deſtroy your little, tender, and 
erazy carcaſs. | 

Now to ſay ſomething to what you write concern- 
ing the preſent epidemic diſtemper of the mind and 
age, calumny , I know it is no more to be avoided 
(at one time or another of our lives) than a fever or 
an ague; and as often thoſe diſtempers attend, or 
threaten the beſt conſtitutions, from the worſt air; ſo 
does that malignant air of calumny ſooneſt attack the 


ſound and elevated in mind, as ſtorms of wind the 


talleſt and moſt fruitful trees; whilſt the low and 
weak, for bowing and moving to and fro, are by 
their weakneſs ſecure from the danger and violence 
of the tempeſt. But ſo much ſor ſtinking rumour, 
which weakeſt minds are molt afraid of ; as Iriſhmen, 


- tho? the vulgareſt of mankind, are moſt offended at 


a fart. | 
Ef Extract 
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Act; | B 2 


to Mr. POPE. 3 


Extract from Mr. WycCHERLEV's letter to 
Mr. Pops, Feb. 28, 1107-8. 


After, As to your hearing of my being ill, in the 5th 


line, read this note: 


Mr. Pope had this from Mr. Cromwell, after his 
enquiry, in theſe words. “returned to town laſt 


Saturday, and enquiring (as you defired) about 


« Mr. Wycherley, was told, in two ſeveral places 
that he had been very ill, and that he was gone off 
« our ſtage: but I could not imagine this report to 
« be true, or that ſo great a man could leave the 
« world without its being inſtructed to lament ſo 
« conſiderable a loſs.” 


_ 


— 0 — — * 


Extract from two letters of Mr. Wycher- 
ley of May 18, and of July 28, 1708. 


1 HAVE made a dam'd compliment in verſe, 
upon the printing your paſtorals, which you ſnall 


ſee when you ſee me. — If you ſuffer my old dowdy 


of a muſe to wait upon your ſprightly laſs of the 
plains, into the company of the town, it will be but 
like an old city bawd's attending a young country- 
beauty to town, to gain her admirers, when paſt the 
hopes of pleaſing the world herſelf. 
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An epiſtle to HENRY CrROMWELL,. Eſq-; | 


Dear Mr. Cromwell, | 
May it pleaſe ye! 


8 


1 T ſtill a moment 3 pray be eaſy 
8 Faith 'tis not five; no play's begun; 
No game at Ombre loſt or won. 
Read ſomething of a diff®rent nature, 
Than Evening Poſt, or Obſervator ; 
And pardon me a little fooling, 
— Juſt while the coffee ſtands a cooling. 


Since your acquaintance with one Brocas f, 
Who needs will back the muſes cock-horſe, 


* - 


* The Authors Age 19. 
+ Commonly call'd Beau Brecas. 
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HENRY CROMWELL, 


I know you dread all thoſe who write, 
And both with mouth and hand recite 


Who ſlow, and leiſurely rehearſe 


As loth t' enrich you with their verſe ; 
Juſt as a ſtill, with ſimples in it, 

Betwixt each drop ſtays half a minute. 
(That ſimile is not my own, 

But lawfully belongs to Donne; 

You ſee how well I can contrive a 
Interpolatio fartiva ) 

To Brocas' lays no more you liſten, 
Than to the wicked works of Whiſton; 
In vain he trains to reach your ear, 
With what it wiſely, will not hear: 
You bleſs the power who made that organ 


Deaf to the voice of ſuch a Gorgon, 
(For ſo one ſure may call the head, 
Which does not look, but read men dead.) 


T hope, you think me none of thoſe 
Who ſhow their parts as Pentlow does, 
J but lug out to one or two 
Such friends, if ſuch there are, as you, 
Such, who read Heinſius and Maſſon, 
And as you pleaſe to paſs their doom, 
{Who are to me both Smith and Johnſon) 


So ſeize them flames, or take them Tonſon. 


B 3 
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But, Sir, from Brocas, Fouler, me, 
In vain you think to'ſcape Rhyme-free, 
When was it known one bard Cid follow 
Whig-maxims, and abjure Apollo ? 


Sooner ſhall major-general ceaſe 


To talk of war, and live in peace ; 
Yourſelf for gooſe reje& crow-quill, 

And for plain Spaniſh quit Braſil; 

Sooner ſhall Rowe lampoon the Union, 
Tydcombe take oaths on the Communion ; 


Nay, Mr. Wycherley ſee Binfield. 


I'm told, you think to take a ſtep ſome 
Ten miles from town t' a place call'd Epſom, 
To treat thoſe nymphs like yours of Drury, 
With —— I proteſt, and I'll aſſure ye 
But tho' from flame to flame you wander, 
Beware ; your heart's no Salamander ! 

But burnt ſo long, may ſoon turn tinder, 
And ſo be fir'd by any cinder— 

(Wench, I'd have ſaid, did rhyme not hinder) 
Shou'd it ſo prove, yet who'd admire ? 

*I is known, a cook-maid roaſted Prior, 
Lardella fir'd a famous author, 

And for a butcher's well-fed daughter 

Great D roar'd, like ox at ſlaughter. 


The Granvilles write their name plain Greenfield, 


HEN Rv CROMYILL, £/q; 7 


(Now, if you're weary of my ſtyle, 
Take out your box of right Braſil, 
Firſt lay this paper under, then, 

Snuff juſt three times, and read again.) 


I had to ſee you ſome intent, 

But for a curſt impediment, 

Which ſpoils full many a good deſign, 
That is to ſay, the want of coin. 

For which, I had reſolv'd almoſt, 

To raiſe Tibeous Gracchus' ghoſt * 
To get, by once more murd'ring Caius, 
As much as did Septimuleius; 

But who ſo dear will buy the lead, 
That lies within a poet's head, 

As that which in the hero's pate 
Deſerv'd of gold an equal weight? 


eld, 


Sir, you're ſo ſtiff in your opinion, 
I wiſh you do not turn Socinian ; 
Or prove reviver of a ſchiſm, 
By modern wits call'd Quixotiſm. 
What mov'd you, pray, without compelling, 
Like Trojan true, to draw for Hellen? 
Quarrel with Dryden for a trumpet, 
(For ſo the was as e'er ſhow'd rump yet, 
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Tho' I confeſs, ſhe had much grace, 


Eſpecially about the face.) 


Virgil, when call'd Paſiphae Virgo 


(You ſay) he'd more good breeding, Ergo 


Well argu'd, faith! your point you urge 
As home, as ever did Panurge: 

And one may ſay of Dryden too, 

(As once you ſaid of you know who) 

He had ſome fancy, and cou'd write ; 

Was very lerrn'd, but not polite 
However, from my ſoul I judge 

He ne'er (good man) bore Hellen grudge- 
But loy'd her full'as well it may be, 

As &er he did his own dear lady“. 

You have no cauſe to take offence, Sir, 

Z —————ds, you're as ſour as Cato Cenſor; 
Ten times more like him, I profeſs, 

Than I'm like Ariſtophanes. 


Ts, I've been well a week, or ſo. 


The ſeaſon of green peaſe is fled; 
And artichoaks reign in their ſtead. 
The Allies to bomb Toulon prepare; 
G—4 fave the pretty lady's there 


* Mr. Dryden married Lady Elizabeth Howard. 
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% One of our dogs is dead and gone, 
And I, unhappy ! left alone. 


If you have any conſolation 


I' adminiſter on this occaſion, 


Send it, I pray, by the next poſt, 

Before my ſorrow be quite loſt. 
The twelfth or thirteenth day of July, 
But which, I cannot tell you truly f. 


Extracts from Mr. Pop E's letters to 
HENRY CROMWELL, Eſq; 


LETTER © March 18, 1708. 


Line 10, Her into the country, read: 


—— However, I will confeſs myſelf the leſs con- 
cern'd on that account, becauſe I have no very vio- 
lent inclination to loſe my heart, eſpecially in ſo wild 


and ſavage a place as this foreſt is: in the town, tis 


ten to one but a young fellow may find his ſtray'd 
heart again, with ſome Wild-ſtreet or Drury-Lane 
damſel; but here, where I could have met with no 
redreſs from an unmerciful, virtuous dame, I muſt 
for ever have loſt my little traveller in a hole, where I 
cou'd never rummage to find him again. 


P. S. Pray do not put an annachroniſm again upon 
me, for my game at tables out of Plutarch. 


I gave 
＋ 1707. 
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I gave your ſervice to Mr. Wycherley yeſterday ;: 
and deſire you to give mine to — let me ſe —: 
Mr. Tydcombe. $ 


* 


LETTER I 
Sir, | April 25th, 1708. "F 
HIS letter greets you from the ſhades; . of 
(Not thoſe which thin unbody'd ſhadows 
fill, : a] 
That glide along th' Elyſian glades, 
Or ſkim the flow'ry meads of Aſphodill :) | 3 
But thoſe, in which a learned author ſaid, 1 
Strong drink was drunk, and gambols play'd, 
And two ſubſtantial meals a-day were made. 
The buſineſs of it is t' exprels, . 
From me and from my holineſs, 
To you and to your gentleneſs, 
How much I wiſh you health and happineſs ; 
And much good news, and little ſpleen as may be; 
3 hearty ſtomach, and ſound lady; 
And ev'ry day a double doſe of coffee, 
To make you look as ſage as any Sophy. 
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For the reſt, I muſt be content in plain proſe. to 
aſſure you, that I am very much oblig'd to you for 
the favour of your letter, and in particular, for = 
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Henay CROMWELT, E, 11 


tranſlation of that one Latin verſe, which coft you 


three in Engliſh. | 


One ſhort, one long, 
«* One ſmooth, one ftrong, 
One right, one wrong. 


But if I may be allow'd to object againſt any thing 
you write (which I muſt do, if it were only to be 
even with you for your ſeverity to me) it ſhou'd be 
that paſſage in yours, where you are pleas'd to call 
the whores of Drury-lane, the nymphs of Drury. 
I muſt own it was ſome time before I could frame to 
my ſelf any plauſable excuſe for this exprefhon ; but 
affection (which you know, Sir, excuſes all things) 
at laſt furniſh'd me with one in your juſtification ; 
which I have here ſent you, in verſe, that you may 
have at leaſt ſome rhyme to defend you, tho' you 
ſhou'd have no reaſon. | | 


If wit or critick blame the tender ſwain, 
Who ſtil'd the gentle damſels in his ſtrain 

The nymphs of Drury not of Drury lane; 
Be this his anſwer, and moſt juſt excuſe 


Far be it, Sirs, from my more civil mule, 

« Thoſe loving ladies rudely to traduce. 

« Alleys and lanes are terms too vile and baſe, 

« And give ideas of a narrow pals ; 

«© But the well worn paths of the nymphs of Drury 
Are large and wide, Tydcombe, and I aſſure ye.” 


1 made 
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I made no queſtion but the news of Sapho's ffaying _ 
behind me in the town wou'd ſurprize you. But ſhe 
is ſince come into the country, and to ſurprize you 
more, I will inform you, that the firſt perſon ſhe © 
nam'd when I waited on her, was one Mr. Cromwell. 
What an aſcendant have you over all the Sex, who 
could gain the Fair-one's heart by appearing before 


her ina long,black unpowder'd periwig; nay,without ſo 2 
much as the very extremities of clean linen in neck- 3 


cloth and cuffs! I gueſs that your friend Vertumnus 
among all the forms he aſſum'd to win the good gra- 
ces of Pomona, never took upon him that of a 
ſlovenly Beau. Well, Sir, I leave you to your me- 
ditations on this occaſion, and to languiſh unactive 
(as you call it.) | 

But I find I have exceeded my bounds, and be- 
gin to travel on the confines of impertinence. 
However to make you amends, I ſhall deſire Mr. 
Wycherley to deliver you this letter, who will be 
ſure in leſs than a quarter of an hour's converſation 
with you, to give you wit enough to attone for twice 
as much dulneſs as I have troubled you with. There- 
fore I ſhall only give my reſpects to ſome of our Ac- 


quaintance, and conclude, 


To Baker firſt my ſervice, pray; 
'To Tydcombe eke, 
: And Mr, Cheek ; 
\ Laſt to yourſelf my beſt reſpeQs I pay, 
And ſo remain, for ever and for ay, 


SIR, 
9 Your affectionate 
humble ſervant, 9 

A. Porr. 1 

Extract 


Henry CROU WELL, £/q; 13 


Extract from letter Nov. 18, 1708. 


P. S. Sir, I ſhall take it as a great favour if you 
will give me a line or two, directed to me at Bin- 
field near Ockingham, by Ockingham bag, Berks ; 
and if Mr. Wycherley be in town, you will oblige 
me by letting me know it ; for I fear he is not well, 
having not heard a good while from him, and not 
knowing where to direct a letter to him in caſe he 
be yet in the country. . 


Extract from letter Jan. 22, 1908-9. 


P. S. This immeaſurable long letter is like a large 
worthleſs country preſent, which expects in return 
a little one from the town, but of much greater 
value, | 


Extract from letter May 7, 1509. 


After well-penn'd verſes (awhich is the fiſt line of the 
third page) read : 

l have been told of a very lucky compli. 
ment of an officer to his miſtreſs in the very ſame 
place. which I cannot but ſet down (and deſire you 
at preſent to take it in good part inſtead of a Latin 
quotation) that it may ſome time or other be im- 
prov'd by your pronunciation, while you walk /c/as 
cum ſola in thoſe amorous ſhades. | 
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14 
* When at Spring- garden Sapho deigns t' appear, 
« The flow'rs march in her van, muſk in her rear.” 
After T:ldom obſerved it, (in the concluſion) read: 1 


—— Sir, I ſhall be very proud of a line or two 
from you ſometimes during this ſummer, which will 
be always very welcome and very obliging to, 4 

SIR, =_ 
Your moſt humble and 
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moſt obedient ſervant, 
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Extract from letter Fuly 17, 1709. 
After very ſincerely, in the concluſſon, read : 


Dear SIR, 
Your moſt oblig'd and 
nt, | 
A. Pork. 
P. S. Pray give my ſervice to Mr. Tydcombe, i 


and intreat him with all poſſible tenderneſs not to 
defraud me of the letter he writ, and which ſo right- 


fully belongs to me. 


Extract 
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Evtract from letter Aug. 19 1709. 
After the concluſion, read: 


P. S. I have not heard theſe two months from 
Mr. Wycherley, tho' I have written to him twice. 
I am ſince told he has been ill, which I am very 
much concern'd for, and fear is the occaſion of his 
ſilence fince his laſt letters, which were the kindeſt 
in the world. If you happen at your return to find 
him in town, it will be very obliging to let me know 
of it; in the mean time, a letter from you will make 
me the beſt amends for my ſolitude. | 


EET F-E: Ma 
Sir, November 30th, 1709. 
BOUT the time that Mr. Wycherley came to 
London, Itroubled you with a letter of mine, 
in hopes of prevailing with you to continue the 
favour of yours, But I now write, to convince you 
that ſilence is not always the ſureſt guard againſt im- 
pertinence : I have too great a ſenſe of thoſe many 


civilities receiv'd from you, to deſiſt from expreſſing it, 
till ] receive more: for you not only have acquainted 


me with many of my errors in ſcribliog, but with ſome 


in my conduct; and I owe to you the knowledge of 
things infinitely more of concern to myſelf, than any 
thing of mine can be to others. The advantage I 
have ovtain'd from both, might endanger your being 
put upon an endleſs trouble of criticizing on the reit 
of my faults. and therefore you have reaſon to make 
ſome delay with thoſe now under your examination : 
Tho' I never cou'd expect you ſhou'd once look upon 
them, but when you were perfectly at leiſure ; yet ſo 
much aſſurance your former kindneſs had given me, 
that I was under ſome apprehenſion for your health, 
on the ſcore of your ſilencc; and I defir'd Mr. Wy- 

WY cherley 
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cherley to inform me on that ſubje& ; which he did 
not, either through torgettulneſs, or elſe believing L 
ſhou'd be ſoon in town, And I had certainly been 
there before this time, had it been in my power to 


comply with his moſt obliging invitation, and my 
deſire of ſeeing him and you. But ſince I find I muſt 


not hope for that ſatisfaction till after Chriſtmas, I en- 
treat you will not, in the mean time, let me be ſo 
unhappy as to doubt of your welfare; which is the 


ſole buſineſs of this letter, that (to make you ſome a- 


mends for the unconſcionable length of my laſt) ſhall 
not-add a word more but that which I hope you will 


ever believe, that I am, 


Dear SIR, 
Your moſt oblig'd and 


moſt humble ſervant, 
A. Porz. 
P, S$. Pray continue to aſſure Mr. Wycherley 


of my real affection for, and ſervice to him, and let 
him know I writ to him two poſts ſince, You will 


likewiſe oblige me by giving my ſervice to Mr. Bet- 


terton when you ſee him, who I (am afraid) is not 
well, not having ſeen his name among the actors in 
the publick advertiſement. | 


LETTER 
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m \% | | 
mſ 1 Dear Sir, December 15th, 1709. 


[ en- 0 1 Receiv'd the favour of your kind letter, wherein 


LETTER II. 


e ſo 8 I find you have oblig'd me before I expected it, 
the in reviewing the papers I ſent you; I have been 
e a- aſk'd, I believe twenty times, by Sir William Trum- 
ſnal! bull for a ſight of that tranſlation, but have defer'd it 
wil! till I could ſupply the blank ſpaces I left in the fair co- 
Py, by your approbation. If therefore you will ſend 
it inclos'd to Mr. [Thorold the Tobaconiſt in Duke- 
Street, to be ſent me by the coach as ſoon as you can 
conveniently ; it will come very opportunely ; ſince 
I find 1 can no longer refuſe to ſhow it to Sir William 
with any decency. I am mightily pleas'd with your 
objection to my attributing friendſhip to dogs, yet think 
the want of equality is no obſtacle to the friendſhi 

of ſome country gentleman of my acquaintance, wit 

theirs. I am extremely impatient to enjoy your 
agreeable converſation, and to let you know how much 
I prefer it to any here, where indeed dogs and men 
are much on a level, only the firſt have more good - nature 


- EY 
art 8 = h 
N 


Bet- and more ſagacity. If I were not at this inſtant very 
not much afflicted with the head ach, I would offer a few 
s in 4 more conſiderations in behalf of the four-legg'd part 

1 of the creation. But I will only add one word, that 


you and I will never diſagree about dogs, or any 
thing elſe, for I am with very much eſteem, and ever 
will be, | 

S IR, 


Your moſt faithful friend, 


Dr ton nn ores 
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P. S. I deſign to write to Mr. Wycherley by 
this poſt, in anſwer to the moſt kind and friendly letter 
I ever received. I ſhall never be unhappy or melan- 7 
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} 13 
1 choly in the country, as long as he and you wil! 
1105 oblige me with your letters. | br. 
$; 3&4 | TY 
9 Extract from letter Ap. 10, 1710. 
After punctually obey'd, read : | 1 
og « | 1 
Dear Sir, I give you my thanks for abundanſse 
of civility and good-nature ſhown to me in town on 3 


all occaſions, and deſire you to believe me always 
ſenſible of the favours of my friends, which I ne- 
ver forget, any more than I do my friends, them- 
ſelves. Tis the chief of my pleaſure here, to be 
aſſured of their welfare, and | envy the town for 
nothing elſe but their continuing in it, You will 
oblige me by giving my ſervice to thoſe at the coffee- 
nou that have ſo little to employ their thoughts as 
to enquire of me; and pray when you ſee Mr. 
Balam do me the ſame, who (you told me) was ſo 
obliging as to intend me his company before I left 
London. I an in great impatience of the favour of a 
line from you, which will be at all times extremly 
welcome to, | 


Your very faithful 1 
and oblig'd ſervant 
A. Pop x. 


Extract 


8 


Extract from letter May 10, 1710. 


HENRY CRoMWELL, £q; 19 


After the concluſion, read. 


« The tenth of May; that is (in meter) 
* Juſt fifty days before St. Peter.“ 


- 


Extract from letter, June 24, 1710. 


After, be dull, in the concluſion, read, 


| ==— When you are very idle, I hope to hear from 
you, for at ſuch times you may remember there is in 
the world ſuch a thing as, 


Dear S I R, 
5 Your moſt fathful 
and humble ſervant, 


A Por. 


P. S. Mr. Englefyld always enquires of you, and 
drinks yours and Mr. Wycherley's health with true 
country affection. He charges me to give you his 
moſt humble ſervice, and hopes the ladies of Drury 
are no leſs favourable to you now, than the dames 
of Paris were formerly. 


o T. ET WDS „ WM 


Extract from letter Auguſt 21, 1710. 


After my poetry, in the laſt Vine bat five, read: E: 


I fancy you have not many Sir Woolaſ. 
ton Dixey's in Lincolnſhire, than whom I have _® 
not met with a better bred or better natur'd gen- 
tleman, and to whom I beg you will give my 


moſt humble ſervice. 2M 


Extract from letter October 12, 1710. 
After deſcribed, in the laſt line, read, 
nt alas! | 


Fatis agimur, cedite fatis ; 
« Which, in our tongue, as I tranſlate is,” 


Fate rules us: then to fate give way ! 5 
— Now, dreadful critick! tell me pray, 
„What have you gainſt this to fay ?” 1 


I am, deſiring much to hear from you, 


Dear SIR, 


Your moſt affectionate friend, 


and faithful ſervant, 
A. Porz. 
„ 
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1 P. S. My Sapho (as you heatheniſhly chriſten 

10. ber) is more properly your Sapho, having been 

above this half year in town. My ſervice, pray, 

to the other Sapho, who, 'tis to be hop'd, has 

not yet caſt herſelf headlong from any of the 

lat TLeucades about London, altho' her Phaon lately 
ffled from her into Lincolnſhire, 


my  Tu=—Leucadia potes effe ſalubrior unda, 
Ee) Et forma & meritis tu Phebus eris. 


„ My Pylades! what Juv'nal ſays, no jeſt is:“ 
00. Secriftus & intergo, nec dum finitus Oreſtes. 


Extract from letter October 28, 1710. 


Laft line but three in the concluſion (after affairs 
with Mr. Wycherley) reads 


3 beg you, Sir, to pardon my ſpeaking 
well of myſelf in this one thing, ſince I doubt 
not but Mr. Wycherley ſpeaks ill enough of me 
to ſome others, | 
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Though fome part of this letter has been 

transferred to Mr. Walſh, October 22. 
1706. on which this ſeems to be an im- 
provement ; and as there is much matter 
that is omitted in Warburton's, we 
therefore inſert it. 


| LETTER IV. 


Dear Sir, November 24th, 1710. 


O make uſe of that freedom and familiarity 

of ſtyle which we have taken up in our cor- 
reſpondence, and which is more properly talking 
upon paper, than writing; I will tell you without 
any preface, that I never took Tycho Brache for one 
of the antients, or in the leaſt an acquaintance of 
Lucan's; nay tis a mercy on this occaſion that I do 


not give you an account of his life and converſation, 


which perhaps I know a little more of than you 
imagine; as how he lived ſome years like an inchant- 
ed knight in a certain iſland, with a tale into the 
bargain of a king of Denmark's miſtreſs that ſhall 
be nameleſs —-- But I have compaſſion on you, and 


 wou'd not for the world you ſhou'd ſtay any longer 
you know 


among the Genii and Senidei manes, 
where; for if once you get ſo near the moon, Sapho 


will want your preſence in the clouds, and inferior 


regions, not to mention the great loſs Drury-lane 
will ſuſtain, when Mr. Cromwell is in the milky 
way. Theſe celeſtial thoughts put me in mind of 
the prieſts you mention, who are a ſort of Sortilegi 


in one ſenſe, becauſe in their lottery there are more 
blanks than prizes ; the adventurers being at beſt in 


an uncertainty, whereas the ſetters up are ſure of 
ſomething. Prieſts indeed in tneir character, as they 
repreſent God, are ſacred ; and ſo are conſtables as 
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they repreſent the king; but you will own a great 


many of them are very odd fellows, and the devil a 
bit of likeneſs in em. Yet I do aſſure you, I honout 
the good as much as I deteſt the bad, and I think, 
that in condemning theſe, we praiſe thoſe. I am ſo 
far from eſteeming ev'n the worſt unworthy of my 
protection, that I have defended their character 
(in Congreve's and Vanbrugh's plays) ev'n againſt 
their own brethern. And ſo much for prieſts in ge- 
neral. Now for Trap in particular, whoſe tranſlati- 
ons from Ovid J have not ſo good an opinion as you; 
not (I will aſſure you) on account of any ſort of 


| prejudice to him as a prieſt, but becauſe, I think, he 


has nothing of the main charactereſtick of his author, 
a graceful eaſineſs. For let the ſenſe be never ſo ex- 
actly render'd, unleſs an author looks like himſelf in 
his air, habit, and manner, tis a diſguiſe and not a 
tranſlation. But as to the Pſalm, I think David is 
much more beholding to him than Ovid; and as he 
treated the Roman like a Jew, ſo he has made the 
Jew ſpeak like a Roman. | | 

Your mention in this and your laſt letter of the de- 
fect in numbers of ſeveral of our poets, puts me up- 
on communicating a few thoughts, or rather dovbts 
of mine upon that head, ſome of which 'tis likely I 
may have hinted to you formerly in converſation ; 
but I will here put together all the little niceties I can 
recolleQ in the compaſs of my obſeryation. 


(1) As to the Hiatus, it is certainly to be avoided 
as often as poſſible ; but on the other hand, fince the 


_ reaſon of it is only for the ſake of the numbers, ſo 


if, to avoid it, we incur another fault againſt their 
ſmoothneſs, methinks the very end of that nicety is 


deſtroy'd: as when we ſay (for inſtance) 


«« But 


2 


& LETTERS: „ 


« But the old have intereſt ever in their view.“ 
To avoid the Hiatus, in 
means The old have int'reſt — 


Does not the ear in this place tell us, that the Hiatus 
is ſmoother, leſs conſtrain'd, and ſo preferable to the 
Cæſura? 


(2.) I wou'd except againſt all expletives in verſe, 
as do before verbs plural, or ev'n too frequent uſe of 
did or does, to change the termination of the rhime ; 
all theſe being againſt the uſual manner of ſpeech, 
and meer fillers up-of unneceſſary ſyllables. 


(3.) Monoſyllable-lines, unleſs very artfully ma- 
nagd, are ſtiff, languiſhing, and hard. | 


(4.) The repeating the ſame rhimes within four or 


fix lines of each other; which tire the ear with too 
much oß the like ſound. | 


(5.) The too frequent uſe of Alexandrines, which 
are never graceful but when there is ſome majeſty ad- 
ded to the verſe by em, or when there cannot be found 
in em, a word but what is abſolutely dreadful. 


(6.) Every nice ear, muſt (I believe) have obſer- 
ved, that in any ſmooth Engliſh verſe of ten ſyllables, 
there is naturally a pauſe at the fourth, fifth or ſixth 
ſyllable ; as for example, Waller. 


At the fifth, 

<< Where-e'er her navy | ſpreads her canvas wings,” 
At the fourth. 

« Homage to thee | and peace to all ſhe brings.“ 
At the ſixth. 


« Like tracts of leverets | in morning ſnow.” 
At 
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Now I fancy, that to preſerve an exact harmony 
and variety, none of theſe pauſes ſhou'd be conti- 
nu'd above three lines together without the inter- 
poſition of another ; elſe it will be apt to weary 
the ear with one continu'd tone; at leaſt it does 
mine. | 
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(7.) It is not enough that nothing offends the ear 
that the verſe be (as the French call it) Coulaute; 
but as a good poet will adapt the very ſounds, as 
well as words, to the ny he treats of. So that 
there is (if one may expreſs it ſo) a ſtyle of ſound: 
As in deſcribing a gliding ftream, the numbers 
ſhou'd run eaſy and flowing; in deſcribing a rough 
torrent or deluge, ſonorous and ſwelling ; and ſo 
of the reſt. This is evident every where in Homer 
and Virgil, and no where elſe that I know of to 
any obſervable degree. 'The following examples 
will make this very plain, wihch I have taken 
from Vida. | 

Molle viam tacito lapſu per levia radit, 

Incedit tardo molimine ſubſidendo. 

Luftantes ventos, tempeſiateſyue ſonorau 

Immenſo cum precipitans ruit oceano nox. 

Telum imbelle fine ictu, conjecit. 

Tolle moras, cape ſaxa manu, cape robora, paſtor. 

Ferie citi flammas, date tela, repellite peſtem. 
This T think, is what very few obſerve in prac- 
tice, and is undoubtedly of wonderful force in im- 
pripting the image on the reader: we have one 


4 excellent example of this in our language, Mr. 
Dryden's ode on St. Cæcilia's day, entitled, Alex- 


5 


Ander's feaſt: or The power of muſick. 


D Tak 
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I aſk your pardon for this tedious letter, and ex- 
pect a long one in anſwer to theie notions concern- 
ing the verſification. I expect alſo the voyage of 
Ovid's miſtreſs with more impatience than Ovid 
himſelf cou'd her return, The other journey you 
ſpeak of (mine to London) muſt yet be referr'd 
but tho' J defire nothing more than to enjoy the 
happineſs of your converſation, yet I have too 
much conſcience to let mine coſt any thing but 
your patience. I am heartily ſorry for poor Mr. Wy- 
cherley's illneſs, and 'tis to his being long indiſpos'd 
that I partly attribute his chagrin, I wiſh he may 
enjoy all the happineſs he deſires, tho' he has been 
the occaſion of my enjoying much leſs than I did 
formerly. I look upon your kindneſs to me as 
doubly engaging at this time, and ſhall never ceaſe 
to acknowledge it, or to profeſs my ſelf, 


Dear SIR, . 
Your moſt real friend, and 


moſt humble ſervant, 


A. Pore. 


PF. 


Dear SIR, June 10th, 1711, 
Was extreamly concern'd to leave you ill when 
I parted from the town, and deſir'd Mr. Tho- 
rold to give me an account of the ſtate of your 
health by the next coach : he omitted to do it, and 
J have not been ſince at Mr. Englefyld's, till yeſter- 
day, when I receiv'd the ill news that you con- 
tinu'd ill, or much as I left you: I hope this is not 


true, and ſhall be very uneaſy in my fears for your 
| | health 
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health till I have a farther account from yourſelf, 
which I beg you not to defer. I hope the air of this 
foreſt may perfectly recover you, and wiſh you 
wou'd to that end try it ſooner than the end of 
the month; if you deſire Mr. Thorold, he will at 
a day's warning take a place for you. My father 
joins in this requeſt, and Mr. Englefyld is overjoy d 
with the hopes of ſeeing you at his houſe. When I 
have your company I cannot but be well, and hope 
from the knowledge of this, that you can't be very 
ill in mine. I beg you to believe no man can take 
a greater intereſt in your welfare, or be more hear- 
tily affected towards you than myſelf ; who am with 
all the eſteem and tenderneſs of a friend, 


Dear SIR, 
Your faithful 
humble ſervant, 


A. Pors. 


LETTER VI 


Dear SIR, | Fan. 25, 1711. 
F my letter pleas'd you. yours overjoy'd me; and 

I expect impatiently your kind viſit: a little 
room and a little heart are both at your ſer- 
vice, and you may be ſecure of being eaſy in *em 
at leaſt, tho not happy. For you ſhall go juſt 
your own way, and keep your own hours, which 
is more than can be done often in places of greater 
entertainment.—As to your letter of Critical re- 
marks on Dryden's Virgil, I can only ſay, moſt 
of what you obſerve are true enough, but of no 
great conſequence (in my opinion at leaſt.) Line 
250. And ſanctify the ſhame'—ſeems to me 


very 
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very beautiful; and ſo does“ tis doubly to be 
dead.” Line 946. And bandy'd words ſtill beat 
* about his ears.” — This I have thought groſs as 
well as you; I agree with you that the 993d line, 
« And clos'd her lids at laſt in endleſs night '—1s 
contradictory to the ſenſe of Virgil; for ſo, as you 
ſay, Iris might have been ſpar'd. And in the main 
tis to be confeſs'd that the tranſlator has been 
freer with the character of Dido than his modeſt 
author wou'd allow. I am juſt taking horſe to 
ſee a friend five miles off, that I may have no lit- 
tle viſits abroad to interrupt my happineſs at home 
when you are here. So that I can but juſt aſſure 
you, how pleas'd IT am in the expectation of it, 
and how fincerely I ſhall ever be, 


Dear SIR, | | | 
| Four moſt oblig'd and 
| affectionate ſervant, 
A. Port, 


P. $. Pray bring a very conſiderable number of 
pint bottles with you; this might ſeem a ſtrange 
odd requeſt, if you had not told me you wou'd 
ſtay but as many days as you brought bottles ; 
therefore you can't bring too many, tho' we are 
here no drunkards. Tis a fine thing to have a 


learned quotation for every occaſion, and Horace 


helps me to one now. 
Ao ego te meis 


Immunem meditor tingere poculis, 


Ode 12. I. 4. 


Plena dives ut in doms. 


And 
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And to another, ep. 5. I. 1. | 
Hee ego procurare & idoneus imperor, & non 


Inwitus; ne turpe to ral, ne ſordida map pa 


Corruget nares 


And once more, ſat. 2. I. 2. 
bene erat, non piſcibus urbe petitis 
Sed pullo atque hædo; tum penſilis uva ſcundas) 


Et nux ornabat menſas, cum duplice ficu. 
Nil mihi reſcribas, attamen ipſe veni. 


P. S. Mr. Lintot favour'd me with a fight of 
Mr. Dennis's piece of fine fatire “ before 'twas 
publiſh'd; I defire you to read it, and give me 
your opinion, in what manner ſuch a critick ought 
to be anſwered? 8 


LETTER VI 


Dear SIR, | | | 
Send this only to let you know how much our 
whole family defire to hear of your ſafe arrival 
in London, and the continuance of your health: 

you have without compliment oblig'd us all ſo much 
by your friendly acceptance of ſo poor an enter- 
tainment here, that you cou'd by nothing have 
oblig'd us more, but by ſtaying longer. But I take 
ſo ſhort a viſit only as an earneſt of a more kind 
one hereafter ; as we juſt call upon a friend ſome- 
times only to tell him he ſhall ſee us again.— All 
you ſaw in this country charge me to aſſure you of 
their humble ſervice, and the ladies in particular, 
Who looks upon us as but plain country-fe!llows 
ſince 


5 5 
Remarks on the Eſſay on Criticiſm. 
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lince they ſaw you, and heard more civil things in 
that fortnight, than they expe& from the whole 
ſhire of us, in an age. The trophy you bore away 
from one of 'em, in your ſnuft. box, will doubtleſs 
preſerve her memory, and bea teſtimony of your ad- 
miration, for ever. | 


« As long as Mocha's happy tree ſhall grow, 


« While berries crackle, or while mills ſhall go; 


„While ſmoaking ſtreams ſrom ſilver ſpouts ſhall 
glide, 


« Or China's earth receive the ſable tide; 

* While Coffee ſhall to Britiſh nymphs be dear ; 

4% While fragrant ſteams the bended head ſhall chear ; 

* Or grateful bitters ſhall delight the taſte, Y 

So long her honour, name, and praiſe, ſhall laſt!” 
Pray give my ſervice to all my few friends, and 

to Mr. Gay in particular. Farewell; that is, drink 


ſtrong coffee. Ingere tibi callices amariores, I am, 
with all ſincerity, 


Dear SIR, 


1 Your molt faithful friend, 
July 15th, 1711. 
| | | and humble ſervant, 


A. Pork. 
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LETTER VIII 
Dear SIR, | 


Receiv'd your moſt welcome letter, and am 

aſham'd you ſhou'd ſeem to. give us thanks, 

where you ought to aſſure us of pardon for ſo ill 
an entertainment. Your heroick intention of flying 
to the relief of a diſtreſſed lady, was glorious, and 
noble; ſuch as might be expected from your cha- 
rater, for as Chaucer ſays (I think) 


«© As nobleſt metals are moſt ſoft to melt, 
“So pity ſooneſt runs in gentle minds.” 


Bat what you tell me of her relation's account 


of the ſtate of her mind, is not to be wonder'd at. 


"Tis the eaſieſt way'they have to make ſome ſeem- 
ing excuſe for a ſhameful indolence and neglect of 
afflicted virtue, to repreſent it as willing to ſuffer, 
and endure the croſs. Alas, Sir! theſe good people 


of Jarge eſtates, and little ſouls, have no mind to 
eaſe her, by bearing it off her ſhoulders by a gene- 


rous aſſiſtance] Our Saviour himſelf did not refuſe 
to be eas'd of the weight of part of his croſs; tho? 
perhaps Simon of Cyrene might alledge to the Jews 
that *twas Chriſt's defire to bear it all himſelf ; and 
he, for his part, might be willing to go quietly on 


his journey without the trouble. — 


Be pleas'd to aſſure Mr. Ballam of my faithful 
ſervice: 1 can never enough eſteem a zeal ſo ardent 
in my concerns, from one I never cou'd any way 
oblige, or induce to it. "Tis an effect of the pureſt, 
moſt difintereſted ſtrain of natural good-humour in 
the world. Pray at your leiſure return me thoſe 
papers in my hand which you have, and in Mr, 
Wycnerley's, and favour me as often as you 


can with your letters, which will ever be the moſt 


entertaining things I can receive in your ablence.— 
All 


Fa 


m LETTERS 


All thoſe fine perſons you mention return you their 
humble ſervice—The fate of the Berry moves at 
once my compaſſion, and envy : it deſerves an ele- 
gy ; but who beſides Catullus and Voiture can write 
agreeably upon trifles? My humble ſervice to the 
lady in the Clouds, where, if I am once ſo happy 
as to be admitted, I will not be put off like Ixion, 
but lay hold on the real Juno. I am, moſt ſeriouſly, 


Dear SIR, 
Your moſt oblig'd 


July 24th, 1711. 
and moſt affectionate 


— 


ſervant and friend, 


A. Pore, 


—— 


* 


All that is in Italic is left out in Mr. Warburton. 


4. . 


Dear 8 1 R, 
F I have not writ to you ſo ſoon as I ought, let 


my writing now atone for the delay; as it wil! 
infallibly do, when you know what a ſacrifice 
J make you at this time, and that every moment my 
eyes are employ'd upon this paper, they are taken 
off from two of the fineſt faces in the univerſe : for 
J am at this inſtant plac'd betawixt two ſuch ladies, 
that in good faith tis all I'm able to do, ti keep my- 
Self in my fin. He] monfieur Cromwell ! Eutendex- 
vous bien But indeed "tis ſome conſolation to me 
to conſider, that while I write this period, I eſcape 
ſome hundred fatal darts from thoſe unerring eyes, 
and about a thouſand deiths, or better. Now you, 


that delight in dying, wou'd not once have dreamt 
08 
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of an abſent friend in theſe circumſtances ; you that 
are ſo nice an admirer of beauty, or (as a critic wou'd 


| ſay) * ſo elegant a ſpectator of forms; you muſt have 


a ſober diſh of coffee, and a ſolitary candle at your 
fide, to write an epiſtle lucubratory to your friend; 
whereas I can do it as well with two pair of radiant 
lights, that outſhine the golden 1 of day, and 
ſilver goddeſs of night, with all the refulgent eyes of 
the firmament. — You fancy now that Sapho's eyes 
are a couple of theſe my tapers, but it is no ſuch 
matter, Sir; theſe are eyes that have more perſua- 
ſion in one glance than all Sapho's oratory and geſ- 
ture together, let her put her body into what moving 
poltures ſhe pleaſes. Indeed, indeed, my friend, 
you cou'd never have found ſo improper a time to 
tempt me with intereſt or ambition: let me but 
have the reputation of theſe in my Keeping, and, 
as for my own, let the Devil or 3 Dennis take 


it for ever. How gladly wou'd I give all I am 


worth, that is to ſay, my Paſtorals, for one of their 
Maidenheads, and my Eſſay “ for the other? I 
wou'd lay out all my Poetry in Love; an Original 
for a Lady, and a Tranſlation for a Waiting Maid! 


And now ( ſince you find what a bleſſed diſpoſition J 


am in 


Tell me, by all the melting joys of love, 
By the warm tranſports and entrancing languors, 
By *the Joft fannings of the wafting ſpeets, 
By the dear tremblings of the bed of bliſs; 
By all theſe tender adjurations tell me, 
wm I not fit to write a tragedy ? 
And avould not tbeſe lines ſound admirably in the 


mouth of Wilks, eſpecially if he humour'd each period 
auith his leg, and ſtamp d with juſt alacrity at tbe 


cadences? But alas! what have I to do with Jane 


Gray, 


* On Criticiſm. 


34 LET LESS 2 
Gray, as long as Miſs Molly, Miſs Betty, or Miſs 
Patty are in this world ? Shall I write of beauties 
murder'd long ago, when there are thoſe at this in- 
ſtant that murder me? I'll e'en compoſe my own 
tragedy, and the poet ſhall appear in his own per- 
ſon, to move compaſſion. *Twill be far more ef- 
fectual than Bavs's entring with a rope about his 
neck, and the world will own, there never was a 
more miſerable object brought upon the ſtage. 
Now you that are a critic, pray inform me in 
what manner I may connect the foregoing part of 
this letter, with that which 1s to follow, according 
to the rules? I wou'd willingly return Mr. Gay my 
thanks for the favour of his poem, and in particu- 
lar for his kind mention of me; I hop'd, when I 
heard a new comedy had met with ſucceſs upon the 
ſtage, that it had been his, to which I really wiſh no 
leſs; and (had it been any way in my power) ſhou'd 
have been very glad to have contributed to its in- 
troduction into the world. His verſes to Lintot * 
have put a whim into my head, which you are like 
to be troubled with in the oppoſite page. Take 
it as you find it, the production of half an hour 
t'other morning. I deſign very ſoon to put a taſk 
of a more ſerious nature upon you, in reviewing a 
piece of mine that may better deſerve criticiſm ; and 
* that time you have done with it, I hope to tell 
pu in perſon, with how much ardour and fidelity 
am, 
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Dear SIR, 
Your ever affectionate friend, 
and oblig'd ſervant, 


December 21ſt, 1711. 
A. Pork. 


® On. a Miſcellany of Poems. 


Verſes 


es 
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Verſes to be prefixed before BERNARD 
LinToT's New Miſcellany. 


OM E Colinzus praiſe, ſome Bleau, 
8 Others account 'em but ſo, ſo; 


Some Plantin to the reſt prefer, 


And ſome eſteem Old-Elzevir; 

Others with Aldus wou'd beſot us; 

I, for my part, admire Lintottus == 
His character's beyond compare, 
Like his own perſon, large and fair 
They print their names in letters ſmall, 
But L INT OT ſtands in capital: 


Author, and He, with equal grace, 


Appear, and ſtare you in the face 
Stephens prints Heathen Greek, tis ſaid, 
Which ſome can't conſtrue, ſome can't read; 
But all that comes from Lintot's hand 
Ev'n Rawlinſon “ might underſtand, —- 
Oft in an Aldus, or a Plantin, 

A page is blotted, or leaf wanting; 

Of Lintot's books this can't be ſaid, 

All fair, and not ſo much as read. 
Their copy coſt em not a penny 

To Homer, Virgil, or to any, 


* 


* Thomas Rawlinſon, Eſq; 


36 +: LETTERS 0 
They ne'er gave ſixpence for two lines, 
To them, their heirs, or their aſſigns; 
But Lintot is at vaſt expence, FI F, 
And pays prodigious dear for ſenſe.—— 
Their books are uſeful but a few, b 
A ſcholar, or a wit or two; | 3 
Lintot's for gen'ral uſe are fit, | 
For, ſome folks read, but all folks ſh—=. v 


— — — —— . * 
— — 
de 


—— 4 — 
. a ——ͤ ns 


88 je 


— —ä—ä—q ynů — —ę¶ —IL᷑vV OY ——p ä —ꝛęù 9 


7 
1 = —_ - 
=_ — — eo. — 


CES o 2 7 — 
2 — _— _ 
_ A — I A A —— , 
BZ—ü—ELjB[—ô d — —— — ——— ů — ů ůů—ů — l as * 2 
- _— — - 8 322 _— 7 — — — 
— — — mY = — 
* 


0 
 — - :hßx. — 


— 


| 
[ 
| 
| 
| 
4 
A 
i I 
of 


[371 5 
S06008:9: S098 


OF | 
Pr. PARNELLE 
1 408 
ö Mr. POPE, 


W. 6 


_ 


> 1 > 8 — EET 4 —— 


Dear. Gar, BiNFIELD, May 4: 1714. THY 
GN CE by your letter we find you can be con- 
tent to breathe in ſmoke, to walk in crouds, and g 


divert yourſelf with noiſe, nay and to make fine 
pictures of this way of life, we ſhould give you up 
as one abandon'd to a wrong choice of pleaſures. 
We have, however, ſo much compaſſion on you, as 
to think of inviting you to us, where your taſte for 
books, friendſhip, and eaſe may be indulg'd. But if 
you do not come, pray leave to tempt us with your 
deſcription of the court, -” indeed humanity is frail, 
| | | and 


gs Letters of Dr. ParNeLLE and. 


and we cannot but remember ſome particular ho- 
mours which we have enjoy'd in converſation ; bate 
us this one point, and we ſtand you, ſtill untir'd with 
one another, and freſh to the pleaſures of the coun- 
try. If you wou'd have any news from us, know 
that we are all well at preſent : this I am ſure wou'd 
have been allow'd by you as news from either of us a 
fortnight ago. In return to this, ſend us every thing 
you imagine diverting, and pray forget not my com- 
miſſions. Give my reſpe&s to the Dean, Dr. Ar- 
buthnot, Mr. Ford, and the Proveſt, Dear Gay, 


: adieu. : 
Your affectionate friend, ; 3 
and humble ſervant, 

Tuo. PaR NEIL E. 


Dear Mr. Gay, 

BOVE all other news, ſend us the beſt, that 
of your good health, if you enjoy it ; which 
Mr. Harcourt made us very much fear. If you have 
any defign either to amend your health, or your life, I 
know no better expedient than to come hither, where 

you ſhould not want room though I lay myſelf in a 
truckle-bed under the Doctor. You might here con- 
verſe with the old Greeks, be initiated into all their 
cuſtoms, and learn their prayers by heart as we have 
done: The Doctor, laſt Sunday, intending to ſay an 
Our Father, was got half way in Chryſes's prayer to 

Appollo. The ill effects of contention and ſquab- 
bling, ſo lively deſcrib'd in the firſt Iliad, make Dr. 

Parnelle and myſelf continue in the moſt exemplary © 
union in every thing. We deſerve to be worſhip'd 
by all the poor, divided, faQtioas, intereſted poets 
of this world. | £ = 
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As we riſe in our ſpeculations daily, we are grown 
ſo grave, that we have not condeſcended to laugh at 
any of the idle things about us this week : I have 
contracted a ſeverity of aſpect from deep meditation 
on high iubjects, equal to the formidable front of 
black brow'd Jupiter, and become an awful nod as 
well, when J aſſent to ſome grave and weighty propo- 
ſition of the Doctor, or inforce a criticiſm of my 
own. In a word, Y—g himſelf has not acquir'd 
more tragic majeſty in his aſpe& by reading his own 
verſes, than I by Homer's. 

In this ſtate I cannot conſent to your publication 
of that ludicrous trifling burleſque you write about. 
Dr. Parnelle alſo joins in my opinion, that it will by 
no means be well to print it. 

Pray give (with the utmoſt fidelity and efteem) my 


hearty ſervice to the Dean, Dr. Arbuthnot, Mr. Ford, 


and to Mr. Forteſcue. Let them alſo know at 
Button's that I am mindful of them. I am divine 


 Bucoliaſt ! 


Thy loving countryman. 


en 


— md —k 


ꝶ6—— 


Dear SIR, October 23. 


Have been perpetually troubled with ſickneſs of 
late, which has made me ſo melancholly, that 
the immortality of the ſoul has been my conſtant 
ſpeculation, as the mortality of my body my conſtant 
plague. In good earneſt, Seneca is nothing to a 
fit of illneſs. | 

Dr. Parnelle will honour Tonſon's miſcellany with 


Tome very beautiful copies, at my requeſt. He en- 


ters heartily into our deſign ; I only fear his ſtay in 

town may chance to be but ſhort. Dr. Swift much 

approves what I propos'd, even to the very Title, 

which I deſign ſhall be, The Works of the Unlearned, 
E 


publiſh'd 
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publiſh'd monthly, in which whatever book appears 
that deſerves praiſe, ſhall be depreciated ironically, 
and in the ſame manner that modern critics take to 
undervalue works of value, and to commend the high 
productions of Grubſtreet. 5 | 

I ſhall go into the country about a month hence, 
and ſhall then defire to take along with me your 
poem of the Fan, to conſider it at full leiſure, I am 
deeply engag'd in poetry, the particulars whereof 
ſhall be deferr'd till we meet. 

I am very deſirous of ſeeing Mr, Forteſcue when 
he comes to town, before his Journey ; if you canany 
way acquaint him of my deſire, I believe his good 
nature will contrive a way for our meeting. 1am 
ever, with all ſincerity, 


” . Dat bin 


Yours, &:; 


GE e Re Tel Eg). 


Extract from Mr. Pore's letter to Mr. 
Gay, September 11, 1722. 


After Mrs. Howard, in the 14th line, read: 


| As for Mrs. Blount's (whom you mercifully 
make mention of) they are gone, or going to Suſſex. 
I hope Mrs. Pultney is the better for the Bath, tho' I 
have little charity and few good wiſhes for the ladies, 
the deſtroyers of their beſt friends the men. Pray 
tell her ſhe has forgot the firſt commiſſion I ever 
troubled her with, and therefore it ſhall be the laſt 
(the very thing I fear ſhe deſires.) Dr. Arbuthnot 
is a ſtrange creature ; he goes out of town; and leaves 
his baſtards at other folks doors. I have long been ſo 
far miſtaken in him as to think him a man of morals - 
as well as of politics. Pray let him know I made 

a a very unfaſhionable enquiry t'other day of the wel- 
tare of his wife and family : things that (I preſume) are 
below the conſideration of a wit and an Ombre player. 
They are in perfect health. Tho' Mrs. A—'s navel 
has been burnt, I hope the Doctor's own belly is in 
abſolute eaſe and contentment. Now I ſpeak of 
thoſe regions about the Abdomen, pray, dear Gay, 
conſult with him and Dr. Cheyne, to what exact: 

pitch yours may be ſuffer' d to ſwell, not to outgrow - 
'heirs, Who are, yet, your bettcrs,- 


Extract | 


AZ EXTRACTS from 


Extract from Mr. Pop 's fourth letter to 
Mr. ApD1son. 


Page ſecond, after told me of it, read 


he true reaſon that Mr. Steele laid down 
the paper, was a quarrel between him and Jacob 
Tonſon. He ſtood engaged to his bookſeller, in 
articles of penalty, for all the Guardians ; and by 
deſiſting two days, and altering the title of the pa- 
per to that of the Engliſhman, was quit of his 
obligation : 'Theſe papers being printed by Buckley. 


8 
— = 


Extract from Mr. PopE to M. CoNGREve, 
Apr. 7, 1715, 


After Lord Chamberlain, at the concluſſon, read: 


—— They ſhall ſurvive the conflagration of his 
father's works, and live after they and he are 
damned; (for that the B—p of S. already is fo, 
is the opinion of Dr, Sacheverel and the church 
of Rome.) | 

I am, &c, 


Extract 


tO 


+ 


Poet, 
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Extract from Mr. Secretary | CaAocs 


Letter to Mr. Fore Sept. 2, 1716. 


After meet with, at the bottom of the ſecond page, 


read: 


— If you'll compleat your ſavours, pray give 
my humble ſervices to Lords W—ck, St—, and 


H- y. I have had my hopes and fears they would 
have abuſed me before this time; .I am ſure it is 


not my buſineſs to meddle with a neſt of bees (I 
ſpeak only of the honey.) | 


Extract from Mr. Pore to the honourable. 
RoBERT DicBy, Jan. 2, 1717. 
After always, in the laſt line, read: 

— Whether I live, die, or am damned as a 


Yours moſt faithfully. 


An aditional paſſage to a letter to 
Mr. BLOUNT. Sept 8, 1717. 


« J have been lately reading Jeffery of Mon- 
mouth in the tranſlation of a clergyman in my 
«© neigh. 


3604  -'EXTRATTSifom ; 
© neighbourhood. He wanted my help to verſify 3 
ce the prayer of Brutus, made when he was much 
« in our circumſtances *, inquiring in what land 
&« to ſet up his ſeat, and worſhip like his fathers.” 


" *Goddelo of woods, tremendous in the chace, 
To mountain-wolves and all the ſavage race, 
Wide o'er th' aerial vault extend thy ſway 
And o'er th' infernal regions void of day, MT 3 
« On thy third reign look down;.” diſcloſe our 5 
9 8 fate, . 6 | [247 | 
In what new nation ſhall we fix our ſeat? * 
When ſhall we next thy hallow'd altars raiſe, 
And choirs of virgins celebrate thy praiſe ? 4 


A. the end of the letter, after emperor, read; 


I I muſt add another Apothegm of the ſame 
noble earl; it was the ſaying of a politick prince 
« Time and he would get the better of any two = 
others.“ To which Lord Oxford made this. 


anſwer; 101 
Time and I. gainſt any two? 1 
* Chance and I'gainſt Time and you.“ 4 


* As Papiſts 
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ſify : 

uch | 

ind Extract from Mr. Pore to Mr. BLounT, 
* 


June 27, 1723. 


: In the third page, after he is gone, in the fixth line, 
read : ; 
4 ES He carry'd away more learning than is left 
1 in this nation behind him: but he left us more in 
ur the noble example of bearing calamity well. Tis 
true, we want literature very much; but pray God 
we don't want patience more! if theſe precedents 
are to prevail. | 
To Javetz Hucuzs £4; 
STR, | 
ne 1 Have read over again your brothers play®, with 
ce more concern and ſorrow than I ever felt in che 
o - il reading any tragedy. 8 
s. 


4 The real loſs of a good man may be call'd a 

E diſtreſs to the world, and ought to affect us more 
A than any feigned or ancient diſtreſs, how finely 
; drawn ſoever. f | 


I am 


Boy 
1 


1 "0 The Siege of Damaſcus, written by John Hughes, Eſq 3 
Who died Feb, 17, 1719, the ſirſt night of its repreſentation. 
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T am glad of an occaſion to give you, under my 
hand, this teſtimony, both how excellent I think this 
work to be, and how excellent I thought the author. 


I am, &c. 
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To Mr. Lixror, Bookſeller. 


Mr. LinTtor, Auguſt 4, 1713. 
R. Addiſon deſir'd me to tell you, that he 
wholly diſapproves the manner of treating 

Mr. Dennis in a little pamphlet by way of Dr. 


Norris's account v. When he thinks fit to take no- 


tice of Mr. Dennis's objections to his writings , he 
will do it in a way Mr. Dennis ſhall have no juſt reaſon 
to complain of. But when the papers above-mentioned 
were offered to be communicated to him, he ſaid he 
could not, either in honour or conſcience, be privy to 
ſuch a treatment, and was ſorry to hear of it. 


I aw, 
SIR, 
| Your very humble ſervant, 


RICHARD STEELE, 


Mr. 
4 of the frenzy of Mr. John Den A 1 


written by Mr. Pope. See his letter to Mr. Addiſon of July 
30, 1713. 
Remarks upon Cato. 


Des. 
+ 


3 
0 
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Mr. PoE to Mr, Dennis, 


2 | May 3, 1721. 
I Called to receive the two books of your letters ® 

from Mr. Congreve, and have left with him the 
little money I am in your debt. I look upon my 
ſelf to be much more ſo, for the © omiflions you 
have been pleaſed to make in thoſe letters in my 
<« fayour, and ſincerely join with you in the deſire, 
* that not the leaſt traces may remain of that differ- 
« ence between us, which indeed 7 am ſorry for.” 
You may therefore believe me, without either cere- 
mony or falſeneſs, 


1 
Your moſt obcdient 


humble ſervant, 


A. PoPx. 


Mr. Pope to Dr. SWIFT. 


Extract from letter January 10, 1723. 


After aſſure you of it, in the ſecond page, tenth line 
; read: | 


It is an honeſt truth, there is no one living or dead 
of whom I think oftener or better than yourſelf. I 
look upon you :0 be (as to me) in a ſtate between 

| both ; 


„ Theſe books were intituled, Original letters, familiar, 
moral and critical. In two volumes 8vo. 
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both; you have from me, all the paſſions and yooe 
wiſhes that can attend the living, and all that reſpe& 
and tender ſenſe of loſs that we feel for the dead. 


tia r 


Mr. Pore to Mr, BRTHEI. 


LETTER Auguſt 9, 1733. 
In the ſecond page, line 14, after offend you, read 


the note : 


Shall burning Etna, if a ſage requires, 
Forget to thunder, and recall her fires ? 

On air or ſea new motions be impreſt, 

O blameleſs BETHEL ! to relieve thy breaſt ? 
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ments can tempt; you have the moſt infallible 
way of compelling your friends to write to you, 
of any body I know ; yet ſhould my ignorance in the 
modes of writing cauſe you to eſteem me leſs, 1 ſhall 
repent my having learnt to write. 
Your excellent judgment, and the diffidence I 
juſtly bear to my own abilities, always put a check 
to that ſincere and honeſt warmth J am impatient 
to addreſs you with: but when I refle& on your 
many friendly indulgencies, and tee two kind let- 
ters of your's now before me (both unanſwer'd) I 
plunge in ink, left my ſilence ſhould be more cri- 
minal than impertinence itſelf. Remember, how- 
ever, it is in compliance to your requeſt, and no 
F fancied 


[| F obliging expreſſions, fine wit, and noble ſenti- 
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fancied ſkill of mine, in drawing characters. You 
are very ſingular in your enquiry after Mr. * ® * 
morals ; ſuch queſtions are very uncommon here, 


De moribus ultima feet 


Qui 


Ought I not, my friend, to be cautious in diſco- 
vering the blemiſhes and defects in this my native 
ſpot, to one ſo reſolutely determined to publiſh all 
the truths he knows of it, even the worſt, with 
the ſincerity and juſtice of an unconcern'd hiſto- 
rian? Now, methinks, I ſee you ſmile, and- aſk 
me, What is it you thus endeavour to conceal? Is 
not the fidelity of your iſland become a proverb; 


your policy a jeſt ; your politeneſs, wantonneſs and 


mimickry; your commerce, a combination of pro- 
tected thieves, the bane of induſtry and trade? Nor 
is there any other ſign of divinity or liberty remain- 


ing with you, except the opening of your churches 


and the courts of juſtice; in a word, it is become 
the characteriſtic of the Engliſh, that they account 
it leſs glorious to act wiſely, than to defend the do- 
ing otherwiſe. Ves, there is too much truth in 
your remarks, the remembrance of virtue is almoſt 
loſt, and if any retain ſentiments of honeſty and 
religion, they muſt be very ſecret, if they would e- 
ſcape the public laughter. This may be an excuſe 
for the ſon of your friend ; he came green upon the 
ſtage, was hurried into the triumph of vice, and bore 
down by the torrent of corruption, his beauty and 
comelineſs of parts 


Kara eſt adeo concordia forme, 
Aique pudicitiæ em 


Were 
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were no ſmall tempration co engage him with the vain, 
the gay, and the vicious. They were the prevailing 
party, in whoſe iociety he iquander'd an eſtate diſho- 
nourably, and now (I had almoſt ſaid deſervedly) 
ſeeks for a ſervile maintenance from that fink—a 
court His fall occaſioned this reflection of mine on 


beauty, with which I'll conclude. 


“ Beauty doth recommend the bearer to 

„Our notice; and works a kind impreſſion 
On all ſpectators, in its own behalf. 

BgBut if it bring not matter of more worth, 

« As wiſdom, reaſon, and the charms of virtue, 
«© It is the worthleſs owners brand of ſhame, 
And make the ſtalking idiot more our ſcorn,” 


— 


EBF 


S I R, | 


L L the books which have been publiſhed here, 
worthy notice, I have conſtantly ſent as you 
directed: if J have with-held my opinion of their me- 
rit, as you complain, it was for many reaſons I 
judged it unneceſſary. Why do you ſo continually 


. attack my vanity, by the 3 you pay my 


judgment? But ſince you ſeek ſome particulars of 
Mr. Pope, whoſe writings I profeſs, amongſt thouſands, 
to bean admirer of, as I have often intimated ; I will 


take this occaſion to inform you what I know con- 


cerning him. Many pieces of his, The eſſay on cri- 
ticiſm ; The rape of the lock; The eſſays and diſ- 
ſertations on Homer, have appeared in your parts: 
and one proof of their excellency, is their being na- 
turalized by perſons of very eminent ability and rank. 

2 | | Other 
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Other languages * are inrich'd with theſe and others 
of his works; yet, would you believe it, he has 
tranſlated Homer, preſerv'd the ſublimity, ſtrength, 
harmony, cloſeneis, and every excellence of that ve- 
nerable poet, without knowing a ſyllable of greek ; 


and with an abſolute ignorance of the Engliſh. His 


Eſſay on critiſciſm, is a ſmooth repetition of Vida's 
nontenſe. His Paſtorals are no paſtorals. Nor is he 
a poet. Theſe things are brayed about our ſtreets. 
The Afinorum crepitus, the din of Grub-ſtreet pre- 
tenders to poetry, and falſe critics, have aroſe to 
poiſon our judgments; ſome ſay, he is too little to 
write well ; others, that he has only a knack of writ- 
ing, and theſe wretches all write themſelves, to con- 
vince us it is without a knack; cellars are full of their 
murmurings, where like ſo many mercileſs chymiſts, 
they violently rack and torture nature to confeſs ſome 
worth ſhe has not in her. Mr. Pope is accounted by 
thoie, not his enemies, of over much borrowing ; 
this you will rather praiſe than diſapprove, when you 
ſnall know, that the fineſt thoughts of the beſt writers 
were never made uſe of by him, till he had improved 
and made them better. View him in his public cha- 
racter, he is an honour to our nation; the good and 
wiſe rejoice that ſuch and ſo notable a genious is mani- 
feſted amongſt us; he has the ſatisfaction of not 
having lived in vain, and has oblig'd the valuable part 
of mankind, and is beloved by all the learned, good, 
and wiſe. View him in private life, there is nothing 
more amiable and endearing. He is an example of 


the duty we owe our parents, and the love we ought 
to bear our friends. There is no truth, if what 
| I tell you is not true; no friendſhip, if I am not 


your friend, 


LETTER 


They have been tranſlated both into French and Italian. 
+ Sce Pope's letter to Addiſon. January 30, 1713-14. 
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allude tothe Beggars Opera, 
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LETTER II. 


S I R, 


Orgive me, if I obtrude my advice; think not 
of publiſhing as yet. Your works, like fine 
painting and wine, will ripen into more worth by 
age; you ſhall certainly complete the cataſtrophe. 
I rejoice you have reſiſted the temptation offer'd ; it 


. would be madneſs to throw an appearance of partiali- 


ty on the face of your performance, which you have 
ſo bravely avoided in every other part. The devil is 
black enough in his real character; the truer you can 
paint him, the more damnably he will appear. I cant but 
laugh to ſee what an appearance kings, and miniſters 
(the guardians of kings) make, when they are ſhewn 
in hiſtory, ſtripp'd of courtiers and attendants. If in 
their lives they had few ſure friends, after their deaths 
they ſhall have fewer. It 1s then that the glory is ta- 
ken from their heads, and their pride trampled on, 
Are they not deceived, my friend, who thin by 


power to bury in. oblivion the ill actions they are 
guilty of; or to keep poſterity from the knowledge 


of their vices? I was the other day at a great man's 
levee; it made me ſhudder : he was corpulent and 
groſs of body, and ſeem'd to me as if fattening for 


ſome ſacrfiice. I then thought a corrupt miniſter, - 


ſurrounded by his creatures and mercenaries, like the 
man, who by unlawful practices had obtained the 
ſervices of evil ſpirits, and thinks it noble to be at- 


tended on by Fiends, but yet expects in the end, that 


they will tear him to pieces. 


That theſe letters were written by Mr. Pope to Mr. Gay 
appears by the compliment paid him in the third letter, for the 
works of his friend : and the cataſtrophe of his play, evidently 


3 So 
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So the character in the concluſion of the ſecond correfponds 


with that which Mr. Jacob, (in his letter to Mr. Dennis, Ap. 


24, 1729, publiſhed by Mr. Dennis in his Remarks on the 


Dunciad) mentions :w-In the lives of the Poets, by Mr. Jacob, 
vol. II. p. 145, 146, 151, &c. the ſentences following are by 
his authority: This excellent poet, [Alexander Pope] whoſe 
«© fame exceeds not his merit, was born, &c. There is great 
« eaſe, ſtrength, wit, and judgment, in his compoſitions ; all 
« his pieces are univerſally applauded, and the great Sheffield 
&« aſſerted his work. His private character is the beſt, being 
„ ſumm'd up in a good companion and a firm friend. Mr. Pope 
ec has fire and ſpirit equal to that great undertaking, his tranſla- 
e tion of Homer: and he is excellent in proſe as well as verſe.“ 
Kc. That theſe high praiſes and commendations of himſelf 
were by him particularly approved of, in a printed proof of his 
life and character, which I tranſmitted to him for his correction, 
I am ready to make oath of, if requir'd; and by his alterations 
and additions therein, he intirely made the compliment his 
Own. | 


LETTER 
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G ch r S 
LETTER 


OF 


Mr. POPE 


TO 
Her GRrace the Ducheſs of 


BUCKINGHAMSHIRE #*. 


MADAM, Twit'nam, Jan. 27, 1720. 
Think myſelf obliged hy your Grace's many con- 
deſcenſions of goodneſs to me, in particular your 

informing me by a line of Dr. Ch——'s f State of 
Health. I am really impatient to hear further of 
him. 885 


The 


The Duke married to his third wife Catherine, natural 
daughter to king James II. (by Catherine Sidiey, daughter cf 
Sir Charles Sidley, whom he created Counteſs of Dorcheſter, 
and who, upon his abdicating the throne, married the earl of 
Portmore) he dignified her with the name of the lady Catherine 
Darnley, gave her the place of a Duke's daughter, and permitted 
her to bear his arms. She was very young, left a widow ly 
James Earl of Angleſey, from whom ſhe was divorced by tte 
wg and both houſes of Parliament, for the earl's ill uſage to 

er. 


T Chamberlen's 
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56 To the Ducheſs of Buckinghamſhire. 


The morning I left the town, I went with Mr. 
Jervas to Belluchi's *, but parting in haſte, I had 
not his opinion at large; only he aſſures me, he 
thinks the figures will not be too ſmall, conſidering 
that thoſe which are neareſt the eye, are, at leaſt, as 
large as the life. I can't but be of opinion, that my 
Lord Duke's and your Grace's, ought to be made 
portraits, and as like as poſſible, of which they 
have yet, no reſemblance, there being no pic- 
ture (as I believe) of the Duke in profile. It might, 
be well, I fancy, if Belluchi copied the ſide-tace 
from that buſto that ſtands in the ſalon, 


_» 


I beg your Grace's pardon for the freedom with 
which I write to you : and I ought to aſk it, (now 
I think on't) on another occaſion, in which I have 
uſed too much freedom: having a great eſteem for 
the famous Bononcini, not only from his great 
fame, but from a perſonal knowledge of his cha- 
racter ; and this being increaſed by the ill treatment 
he has met with here, I ventured, among other per- 
ſns of the firſt diſtinction, who ſubeſribed to me 
for his compoſures, newly ingraved, to ſet down 
the name of your Grace. When I did this, your 
Grace was at Bath, and I forgot ever ſince to tell you 
of it, *till now, when the book's + coming out, put 
me in mind of it.  -» 


It you can excuſe this fault, I ſincerely think I 
ſhall not err this way again,.'till ſuch another great 
1 man 


* An Italian Painter, who cormpoſed the Duke's monument, 
to which this alludes ; whereon are repreſented the portraiture 
of his Grace, habited like a Roman general; and at his feet, 
that of her Grace weeping. On the top of the baſis of the co- 
lumn, is ſeen, in relievo, Time bearing away the four deceaſed 
children of the dutcheſs, whoſe effigies are repreſented in profile- 
buſtos, ſupported by Cupids lamenting, | 

+ His Cantatas. | 
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man as Bononcini ariſes, (for whenever that happens, 
doubt not the Engliſh will uſe him as ſcurvily) but 
that your Grace needs not apprehend, during our 


lives. I am, with the ſincereſt reſpect, 


MADAM, 
Your Gr act's moſt obliged, 


moſt obedient ſervant, 


A. FoFrt. 
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Mr. Pors to Miſs BLOU NV. 


On the Death of her Brother. 


MADAM, | | 
Aving no leſs admiration for your courage and 
good nature, than ſympathy with your grief; 


I am ſo highly ſenſible of both the one and the other, 


that if J were capable to render you thoſe commenda- 


tions which were juſtly due to you, and that comfort 


whereof you ſtand in need, I muſt confeſs. I ſhould 
be much troubled where to begin ; for what obligati- 
ons can be more equally enforcing, than to render 
to ſo eminent a virtue the honour of its merits ; and 
to ſo violent affliction the comfort it requires? But I 
am to blame to put a diſtance between theſe two 
things, ſince charity has ſo perfectly united them, 
that the fond aſſiſtance you afforded your late Bro- 
ther, ſhould now prove an extraordinary comfort to 
you, fince God will beſtow that on you out of juſtice, 
which others obtain out of his indulgence ; his infi- 
nite goodneſs being ſuch, as will not ſuffer, unre- 
warded, ſo exemplary an act of tenderneſs, as what, 
thro a contempt of your own life, engaged you in 
the office of the beſt and tendereſt ſiſter in the world, 


| to Miſs B L o UN r. 59 
beyond the limits of all obligations; and by an ad- 
mirable conſtancy, made you aſſur'd amidſt a danger 
that terrifies the moſt daring. Upon this account I 
am confident he will preſerve you from it “, and 
will ſhower on you, as a reward of your virtue, the 
bleſſings which are wiſh'd you, by, 


MADAM, | | 
Your, &c. 


LETT EEC 


MADAM, 


1 Here ſend you the elegy, which you have but too 


often demanded of me, and which heretofore 
hath indeed been heard by others, but till now, hath 
not been read by any. 1 

It is my wiſh, that the ſame fortune may in this 
happen to me as hath befallen you; who, after you 


have for ſo long time concealed the nobleſt things 


in the world, have in the diſcovery of it, dazzled 
all thoſe that have ſeen it. But it is an over- great 
fondneſs for my own verſes, to wiſh them that ad- 
vantage, nor indeed ſhould I wiſh them better, ſince 
they were not made for you: if you think them 
very ill, you are ſo much the more oblig'd to me 
for them, in that knowing it as well as you, yet 


I have not forborn ſending them to you. And, to 


deal freely with you, a leſs power than what you have 
within theſe few days gained upon me, would not 
have been ſufficient to have * with me to do 
it: and, without your command, Madam, they had 
never known any other place than that of my own 

| memo- 


We The Small Pox, 


„ 
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memory. But it is high time it were delivered of 
them, to make room for ſomething more delightful; 
I mean that which Mrs. * * had the grace to ac- 

uaint me with the other day, and which fills it with 
o much at preſent, that I doubt whether there be 
place for any thing elſe. 

I perceive, Madam, that where it was my deſign 
to ſend you a letter of excuſe and compliment, I 
am fallen into one of love; but I wiſh all the other 
defects you ſhall find in it, were as pardonable as 
that. In the mean time let me aſſure you, that TI 
have not of a long time been ſo engaged, and that 
there are many in the world to whom I would not 
fay ſo much, even tho' they held a dagger at my 
throat. | - 

But, fince there is no fear of any ſcandal, you 
are obliged, Madam, at leaſt in my opinion, to look 
favourably on thoſe elements of affection, were it 
but to ſee, how I ſhould behave myſelf, if I ſhould 
fall in love; and, if I were permitted, what might 
be the conſequence of it. 


1 


MADAM, &. 


LETTER 


zo Miſs BLounT. 6 


2ETT THY WM 


MADAM, 


H O' my liberality were, as you ſay, greater 

than Alexander's, it were more than recom- 
penced by the thanks you have been pleaſed to re- 
turn it, Even his ambition, as inſatiable as it was, 
would by ſo extraordinary a favour, have been li- 
mited. He would have valued this, honour more 
highly than the Perſian diadem, and he would not 
have envied Achilles the praiſes of Homer, might 
he have yours. In like manner, Madam, conſider- 
ing the reputation you do me, if I envy his, it is not 
ſo much that which he hath acquired, as what you 
have beſtowed on him; and he hath received no ho- 
nours which I do not look upon below my own, .. 
unleſs it be that you do him, when you call him 
your gallant. Neither his own vanity nor his flat- 
terers have ever advanced any thing fo advantage- 
ous to him, and the quality of the ſon of Jupiter 
Ammon was not ſo glorious as that. But, if no- 


thing Tan cure me of the jealouſy I have of it, yet, 
Madam, knowing you a I do, I am confident, if 
you do him that r, it is not ſo much becauſe 


he is the greateſt of mankind, as becauſe it is two 

thouſand years ſince he was. | 
However it be, we may ſee in this the greatneſs 

of his fortune, which not able to forſake him ſo 


many years after his death, adds to his conqueſts a 


perſon which celebrates them more than the wife 
and daughter of Darius, and hath reinfuſed into 
him a ſoul greater than that of the world he hath 
{ubdued. . 

I ſhould fear, by your example to write in too 
bigh a ſtile, but can a man aim at one too high, 
ſpeaking of you, and Alexander? I beſcech you, 

: G Madam, 
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Madam, to aſſure yourſelf I have for you the ſame 
paſſion which you have for him, and that the admira- 
tion of your virtues ſhall ever engage me to be, 


MADAM, 


Vours, &c. 


— 


EXT TER Iv. 


MADAM, | 
Could never believe it poſſible that the receipt 


of a letter from you ſhould add to my affliction, 


or that you could have poſſibly ſent me ſuch bad 
news, as that you could not comfort me at the 
ſame time. | . 

I thought my unhappineſs at ſuch a point as 
could not admit of any addition, and that fince 
you were able ſomething to ſtrengthen my patience 
to endure the abſence of your mother and you, 
there could not be any misfortune which you could 
not have encouraged me to ſuffer. But give me 
leave to tell you, that I have found the contrary 
in the affliction I have for the death of Mrs. A***, 
which hath been heavy enough to cruſh me, and 


wanted not much to ſpend the remainder of my 


patience, a: tf 2 

You may eaſily judge, Madam, what an exceſ- 
ſive grief it muſt needs be to me to have loſt a 
friend ſo good, ſo ſprightly and ſo accompliſhed as 
ſhe, and one that having always given me ſo-many 
expreſſions of her affection, would needs do ſome- 
thing when ſhe had not many hours to continue 
here. But tho' I reflected not on my own concern- 
ments, yet could I not but infinitely regret a perſon 


by whom you were infivitely beloved; and who, 


among 
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among many particular endowments, had that of 
knowing you as much as may be, and eſteeming you 
above all things. Yet I muſt confeſs, if this diſ- 
turbance can n of any remiſſion, it is to reflect 
on the conſtancy ſhe expreſſed and the fortitude 
wherewith ſhe hath ſuffered a thing whereof the 
name would make her tremble at any time. | 

I am extremely comforted to underſtand, that at 


her death, ſhe had thoſe qualities which only ſhe 


wanted in her life, and that ſhe ſo opportunely found 
courage and reſolution. When I conſider it ſeriouſ- 
ly, it is ſomewhat againſt my conſcience to bemoan 
her, and methinks it ſpeaks an over-antereſted affec- 
tion, to be ſad becauſe ſhe hath left us to better her 
condition, and is gone into the other world, (“ from 
*« whoſe bourne no traveller returns”) to find that 
quiet ſhe could never meet with in this. 

I very heartily entertain the exhortations you give 
me thereupon, which is often to con over a leſſon 
ſo profitable and neceſſary, and to prepare myſelf 
for the like one day. I know how to make my ad- 
vantage of your remonſtrance. The miſeries we have 
run thro” all this while is no ſmall preparation for it: 
there's no better lecture to inſtruct a man how to die 
well, than not to take much pleaſure in living. 

But if it be not impoſſible Er the hopes that for. 
tune propoſes to prove effectual; if after ſo man 
years, we may preſume to expect ſome few fair days, 
be pleaſed to give me leave, Madam, to entertain 
thoughts more diverting than thoſe of death; and if 
it be likely that we are ſhortly to ſee one another, 
let me not fall out with my life. 

Where you ſay, © you think me deſtined to great 
things, you give ſo great ſecurity of my life, and 
ſo happy a preſage of the adventures that ſhall hap-- 
pen to me, that I ſhall not be ſorry for its continu- 
ance yet a while. For my part, if deſtiny doth pro- 
miſe me any thing that is good, I aſſure you I will 
do my utmoſt to get it. I will contribute all I can 
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thereto, that © your prophecies may be fulfilled.” In 

Re you to be confident, that 
of all the favours I can beg of Fortune, what I 
moſt paſſionately deſire is, that ſhe would do for 
you what ſhe ought, and for myſelf, only afford me 
the means to acquaint you with the paſſion which 
obliges me to be ſo much, 


MADAM, 
| Your, &c. 


LETTER v. 


Fo a Lady in the name of her Brother. 


F you have not a chaſte ear and a pure heart, do 
not peruſe this letter; for, as Jeremy Taylor 


. ſays in his Holy living and dying, the firſt thing a 


virgin ought to endeavour, is to be ignorant of the 
diſtinction of ſexes. Ads 

It is in the confidence I have that you are thus 
innocent, that I endeavour to gratify your curio- 
fity in a point, in which I am ſenfible none but a 
brother could do it with decency. - 

I ſhall entertain you with the moſt reigning cur1- 
ofity in the town; I mean a perſon who is equal- 


ly the toaſt of gentlemen and ladies, and is at pre- 
ſent more univerſally admired than any of either 


ſex. You know how few proficients have a greater 


genius for monſters, than myſelf; but I never taſted 


a monſter to that degree I have done this creature. 
It was not, like other monſters, produced in the 
deſarts of Arabia, nor came from the country. of 
the Great Mogul; but is the production of the 
joint-endeavours of a Kentiſh parſon and his m 
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who intended in the ſingleneſs of heart to have be- 
got a chriſtian but of one ſex, and providence has 
{ent them one of two. 

There are various opinions concerning this crea- 
ture about town, Mr. Cromwell obſerves that the 
age is very licentious, and the preſent reign very 
lewd and corrupt, in permitting a Lady By Autho- 


. rity (as appears by the printed bills) to expoſe her 


perſonal curioſities for a ſhilling. 

Mr. P— looks upon it as a prodigy portending 
ſome great revolution in the ſtate; to ſtrengthen 
which opinion, he produces the following prophecy 
of Noſtradamus, which he explains politically : 


« When as two ſexes join'd in one, 
% Shall in the realm of Brute be ſhown ; 
„Then factions ſhall unite, if I know, 
« To chooſe a Prince Jure Divino. 
This prodigy of common gender 
4 Ts neither ſex, but a Pretender; 
*« So the Lord ſhield the Faith's Defender.” 


Mrs. N=——— admires what people wonder at ſo 


much; and ſays ſhe is juſt ſo herſelf. The dutcheſs 


of SZ is of the ſame opinion. 
Among theſe various conjectures, that I might 


be informed of the truth, I took along with me a 


Phyſician and a Divine; the one to inſpect the ſtate 
of its body, the other to examine that of its mind. 
The perſons I made choice of were the ingenious 
Dr. P=——— and the reverend Mr. We 
were no ſooner in the room, but the party came to 
us dreſt in that habit, in which che ladies affect an 
hermaphroditical imitation of men your ſharp 


wit, my dear Siſter, will immediately conclude that 
1 mean a riding habit. | 


G 3 I think 
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I think it not material to inform you, whether 
the Doctor, the Divine, or my ſelf look'd firſt. The 
Prieſt, you will maliciouſly fancy, was in his nature 
almoſt an infidel, and doubted moſt of this miracle; 
we therefore propos'd to him to take the ſureſt me- 
thod of believing, ſeeing and feeling. He com- 
ply'd with both admonitions, and having taken a 
large pinch of ſnuff upon it, advis'd us with a nod, 
that we ſhould by no means regard it as female, 
but as a male, for by ſo doing we ſhould be 
guilty of leſs ſinfulneſs. 

The Doctor upon inſpection differ d from this 
Opinion ; he wou'd by no means allow it a miracle, 
or at moſt a natural one. He ſaid upon the whole 
it was a woman ; that whatever might give a handle 
to think otherwiſe, was a trifle ; nothing being more 
common than for a child to be mark'd with that thing 
which the mother Jong'd for. . 

As for this party's temper of mind, it appears to 

be a moſt even diſpoſition, partaking of the good 
qualities of both ſexes; for ſhe is neither ſo inac- 
ceſſible as other ladies, or is he ſo impudent as 
other gentlemen. Of how obliging and complai- 
ſant a turn appears by this; that he tells the ladies 
he has the inclinations of a gentleman, and that ſhe 
tells the gentlemen ſhe has the fendre of a lady, 
As a farther proof of this affable diſpoſition, he for- 
merly receiv'd viſits of the fair ſex in their maſques ; 
tiil an impertinent fellow in a female diſguiſe min- 
gled with a party of ladies, and impudently over- 
heard their improving ſpeculations. 
Notwithſtanding this, ſhe civilly promiſed at my 
requeſt, that my two ſiſters ſhould be admitted pri- 
vately, whenever you would do her the honour of 
your conſideration. | 

How agrecable ſoever this fight has been to me, 
J aſſure you it cannot be ſo pleaſing as the ſight of 
you in town: and whatever you may fee in the 
country, I dare affirm no man or woman can ſhew 
y eu the like. | 
I there- 
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I therefore earneſtly deſire you to make haſte to 
this place; for tho' indeed, like moſt other brothers, 


I ſhould be ſorry you were married at my expence ; 
yet I would by no means, like them, detain you 


in the country from your admirers: for you may 
believe me, no brother in the world ever lov'd a 


filter as I do you. 
| I am, &c. 


LETTER 


Will not deſcribe Bl in particular, not to 
foreſtal your expectations before you ſee it: only 


take a ſhort account, which, I will hazard my little 
credit, is no unjuſt one. I never ſaw ſo great a thing 


with ſo much littleneſs in it: I think the architect 


built it entirely in complaiſance to the taſte of its 


owners: for it is the moſt inhoſpitable thing imagin- 
able, and the moſt ſelfiſh: it has, like their own 
hearts, no room for ſtrangers, and no reception for 
any perſon of ſuperior quality to themſelves. There 


are but juſt two apartments, for the maſter and miſ- 


treſs below; and but two apartments above, {very 
much inferior to them) in the whole houſe, When 
you look upon the outſide, you'd think it large enough 
for a prince; when you fee the infide, 1t 1s too 
little for a ſubje& ; and has not conveniency to lodge 
a common family. It is a houſe of entries and paſ- 
ſages; among which there are three viſta's thro' the 


whole, very uſcleſsly handſome. There is what 


might have been a fine gallery, but ſpoil'd by two 
arches towards the end of it, which take away the 
ſight of ſeveral of the windows.” There are two ordinary 
{tajr-caſes inſtead of one great one. The beſt things, 
within the houſe, are the hall, which is indeed _ 
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ble and well proportioned ; and the cellars and offices 
under-ground, which are the moſt commodious, and 
the beſt contrived of the whole.. At the top of the 
building are ſeveral cupola's and little turrets that 
have but an ill effet, and make the building look 
at once finical and heavy. What ſeems of the beſt 
| taſte, is that front towards the gardens, which is 
not yet loaded with theſe turrets. The two ſides of 
the building are entirely ſpoiled by two monſtrous 
bow-windows, which ſtand juſt in the middle, inflead 
of doors: and as if it were fatal, that ſome trifling 
littleneſs ſhould every where deſtroy the grandeur, 
'There are in the chief front two ſemicircles of a 
lower ſtructure than the reſt, that cut off the angles, 
and look as if they were purpoſely defigned to hide 
a loftier and nobler piece of building, the top of 
which appears above them. In a word, the whole 
is a moſt expenſive abſurdity; and the duke of 
Shrewſbury gave a true character of it, when he ſaid, 
it was a great Quarry of Stones above Ground, 

We paid a viſit to the ſpring, where Roſamond 
bathed herſelf; on a hill where remains only a piece 
of a wall of the old palace of Henry II. We toaſt- 
ed her ſhade in the cold water, not without a 
thought or two, ſcarce ſo cold as the liquor we drank 
it in. I dare not tell you what they were, and ſo 
haſten to conclude, | 


Your, &c. | 
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es | | | : 
nd Upon the Duke of MarLBoORoOUGH's 
he Houſe at Woodſtock. 
at | . | 
ok 3 | 
eſt 5 Atria longe patent; ſed nec cœnantibus uſquam,. 
of . Nec ſomno locus eft , quam bene non habites ? 
us : | Mart. Epig. 
ng a 
ir. | E E, Sir, ſee here's the grand approach, 
a = This way is for his Grace's coach; 
+ There lies the bridge, and here's the clock, 
of | Obſerve the lyon and the cock, 
5 Ĩ he ſpacious court, the colonade, 
id, ; And mark how wide the hall is made? 
; | The chimneys arc ſo well defign'd; 
nd | ; 
ce They never ſmoke in any wind. 
ſt- This gallery's contriv'd for walking, 
k The windows to retire and talk in; 
ſo The eouncil-chamber for debate, 


And all the reſt are rooms of ſtate. 


Thanks, Sir, cry'd I, tis very fine. 

But where d' ye ſleep, or where d' ye dine? 
I find by all you have been telling, 

That 'tis a houſe, but not a dwelling. 


Extract 
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Extract from letter XI. To a Lady. 
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After place, in the laft line of the ſecond page, read. 


— Mrs. — expects the Pretender at her lodgings 
by Saturday ſe*enight. She has bought a picture of 
Madam Maintenon to ſet her features by, againſt 
that time. Three prieſts of your acquaintance are 
__ poſitive, by her intereſt, to be his father-con- 
eſſor. 


Extract ſrom letter XIV. Toa Lady. 


After ſeveral times in her head, the laſt line but three 
in the ſornud puge, read: : 


nis day I receiv'd a letter with certain ad- 
vices where women were to be met with at Oxford. 
I defy them and all their works: I love no meat but 
ortolans, and no women but you: tho' indeed that's 
no proper compariſon, but for fat Dutcheſs's; for to 
love you, is as if one ſhould wiſh to cat angels, or to 
drink cherubim-broth, 
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Several OccasIoNs. 


T O 
Lady MARV WorTiey Mow TAGUE. 


I. 


N beauty, or wit, 
No mortal as yet 
To queſtion your empire has dar'd ; 
But men of diſcerning 
Have thought that in learning, 
To yield to a lady was hard. 


II. 


Impertinent ſchools, 
Wich muſty dull rules, 
| | Have 


* 


| 
| 
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\Þ 
| 
| 


572 Porms on ſweral Occaſions. 
Have reading to females deny'd, 
So papiſts refuſe 
'The Bible to uſe, 
Leſt flocks ſhould be wiſe as their guide. 


| TIT. 
»Twas a woman at firſt, 
(Indeed ſhe was curſt) 
In knowledge that taſted delight, 
And ſages agree, 
The laws ſhou'd decree, 
To the firſt poſſeſſor the right. 


IV. 
Then bravely fair dame, 
Reſume the old claim, 
Which to your whole ſex does belong, 
And let men receive, * 
From a ſecond bright Eve, 


The knowledge of right and of wrong. 


. 
But if the firſt Eve 
Hard doom did receive, 


When only one apple had ſhe, 


What a puniſhment new, 
Shall be found out for you, 


Who taſting, have robb'd the whole tree. 


A verſion 


Ks web Cn” 
* 
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A verſion of the firſt Pſalm, For the uſe 
of a young n. 1 


4 


IHE maid is bleſt that will not hear 
Of maſquerading tricks, 

Nor lends to wanton ſongs an ear, 

Nor ſighs for coach and ſix. 


mf © 

To pleaſe her ſhall her huſband firive 
With all his main and might, 

And in her love ſhall exerciſe 
Himſelf both day and night, 


=: 
She ſhall bring forth moſt pleaſant fruit, 
He flouriſh ſtill, and ſtand, 


Even ſo all things ſhall proſper well, 
That this maid takes in hand. 


IV. 


No wicked whores ſhall have ſuch luck 
Who follow their own wills, 

But purg'd ſhall be to ſkin and bone, 

Wich mercury and pills. 


* 


, 
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V. 
For why, the pure and cleanly maids, 
Shall all, good huſbands gain; 


But filthy and uncleanly jades 
Shall rot in Drury-lane. 


To the ingenious Mr. Moore, author of 
the celebrated Worm-powder. 


OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by ſhows and forms? 


Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſee, 
All human race are Worms. 


Man, is a very Worm by birth, 
Proud reptile *, vile and vain, 

A while he crawls upon the earth, 
Then ſhrinks to earth again. 


That 


* Mr, Pope took this hint from Homer, 
O Son of Tydeus, ceaſe! be wiſe and ſee 
How vaſt the diff rence of the gods and thee ; 
Diſtance iramenſe ! between the pow'rs that ſhine 
Above, eternal, deathleſs, and divine, 
And mortal man! a wretch of humble birth, 
A ſhort-liv'd reptile in the duſt of earth. 
Zee Appollo' s ſpeech to Diomede, Book 15, 
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That woman is a Worm, we find, 
E'er ſince our grannum's evil; 

She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
The ancient Worm, the devil. 


But whether man, or, he, God knows, 
Fœcundified her belly 

With that pure ſtuff from whence we roſe 
The genial vermicelli. 


V 


The learn'd themſelves we Book-worms n 
The blockhead is a Slow-worm ; 

The nymph, whoſe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term'd a glow-worm. 


The fops are painted butter-flies, 
That flutter for a day; 

Firſt from a Worm they took their riſe, 
Then in a Worm decay. 


The flatterer an ear-wig grows, 
Some Worms ſuit all conditions; 

Miſers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms, Beaus, 
And Death-watches, 'phyſicians. 


That ſtateſmen bave a Worm is ſeen, 

Buy all their winding play: 

Their conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them night and day. 


„ 


76 PoE Ms en ſeveral Occaſions. 


Ah! Moore I thy ſkill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, 

If thou could'ſt make the courtier void 
The Worm that never dies. 


O learned friend of Ab-church-lane, 
Who ſett'ſt our entrails free, 

Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 

Since Worms ſhall eat ev'n thee. 


Thou only canſt our fate adjourn, 
Some few ſhort years, no more: 

Ev'n Button's, wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were before. 


The TRANSLATOR. 


Z EL L at Sanger's * call, invok'd his muſe, 
For who to ſing for Sanger cou'd refuſe? 
His numbers ſuch as Sanger's ſelf might uſe. 
Reviving Perault, murd'ring Boileau, he 
Slander'd the antients firſt, then Wycherley; 
Which yet not much that old bard's anger rais'd ; 
Since thoſe were ſlander'd moſty-whom Ozel! prais'd. 
35 8 
® Egbert Sanger ſerved his apprenticeſhip with Jacob Tonſon, 
and ſucceeded Bernard Lintot in his ſhop at the Middle 
Temple gate, Fleet-ſtreet ; I. intot printed Ozell's tranſlation 


of Perault's Characters, and Sanger his tranſlation of Boileau's 
| Latrin, recommended by Mr, Rowe, anno 1709. 


f 
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Nor had the gentle ſatire caus'd complaining, 
Had not ſage Rowe pronounc'd it entertaining, 
How great muſt be the judgment of that writer, 
Who the Plain-dealer damns, and prints the Biter! 


——_—. 


Rox ANA, or the DxawinceRoom. 


Ox ANA from the court returning late, 
R Sigh'd her ſoft ſorrow at St. James's gate: 
Such heavy thoughts lay brooding in her breaſt; 

Not her own chairmen with more weight oppreſt: 
They curſe the cruel weight they're doom'd to bear; 
She in more gentle ſounds expreſs'd her care. 


Was it for this, that I theſe roſes wear? 
For this, new-ſet the jewels for my hair? 
Ah Princeſs? with what zeal have I purſu'd? 
Almoſt forgot the duty of a prude. 
This King, I never could attend too ſoon; 
[ miſs'd my pray'rs to get me dreſs'd by noon. 


; For thee, ah! what for thee did I reſign; 

d. My paſſions, pleaſures, all that e er was mine? 
Nor L' ve ſacrafic'd both modeſty and eaſe; 

OY Left operas, and went to filthy plays. 

1 Double intendres ſhock'd my tender ear; 


aus Vet even this, for thee 1 chuſe to bear. 
wy . = 


1 
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In glowing youth, when nature bids be gay, 
And ev'ry joy of life before me lay; 

By honour prompted, and by pride reſtrain'd, 
The pleaſures of the young my ſoul diſdain d. 
Sermons I ſought, and with a mien ſevere, 
Cenſur'd my neighbours, and ſaid daily pray 'r- 
Alas, how chang'd! with this ſame ſermon-mien. 
The filthy What d'ye Call it have ſeen. 

Ah, royal Princeſs ! for whoſe ſake I loſt 


The reputation, which ſo dear had coſt: 


I who avoided ev'ry public place, 

When bloom and beauty bid me ſhow my face, 
Now near thee, conſtant, I each night abide, 
With never-failing duty, by thy ſide ; 

My ſelf and daughters ſtanding in a row, 

To all the foreigners a goodly ſhow. 

Oft had your drawing-room been ſadly thin, 
And merchants wives cloſe by your fide had been; 
Had I not amply fill'd the empty place, 

And ſav'd your highneſs from the dire diſgrace, 
Yet Corkatilla's artifice prevails, 

When all my duty and my merit fails: 

That Cockatilla, whoſe deluding airs 


Corrupts our virgins, and our youth inſnares; 


So ſunk her character, and loſt her fame, 
Scarce viſited, before your highneſs came; 


Vet 
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Yet for the bed- chamber tis ſhe you chuſe, 
Whilſt zeal, and fame, and virtue you refuſe. 
Ah worthy choice! not one of all your train 
Which cenſures blaſt not, or diſhonours ſtain. 

I know the court, with all its treach'rous wiles, 
The falſe careſſes and undoing ſmiles. 

Ah Princeſs! learn'd in all the courtly arts, 
To cheat our hvpes, and yet to gain our hearts. 


.. 


The LookinG-GLass. 


\ N IT H ſcornful mien, and various toſs of 
air 

Fantaſtick, vain, and inſolently fair. 

Grandeur intoxicates her giddy brain, 

She looks Ambition, and ſhe moves Diſdain. 

Far other carriage, grac'd her virgin. life, 

But charming G—y's loſt, in P- y's wife. 


Not greater arrogance in him we find, 

And this conjunction ſwells at leaſt her mind: 

O could the fire, renown'd in glaſs, produce 
One faithful mirrour for his daughter's uſe, 
Wherein ſhe might her haughty errors trace, 

And by reflection learn to mend her face. 

The wonted {ſweetneſs to her form reſtore, 

Be what ſhe was, and charm mankind once more. 


The 
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The fourth Epiſtle of the firſt Book of 
Hor act's Epiſtles. 


A modern imitation. 
By. A. P. of Twickenham, Eſq; 


A*, St. John, who alone peruſe 
With candid eye, the mimick muſe, 
What ſchemes of politicks, or laws, 
In Gallic lands, the patriot draws. 
Is then a greater work in hand, | 
Than all the tomes of Haines's band ? 
&* Or fl. oots he folly as it flies? 
« Orcatches manners as they riſe?” 
Or urg'd by unquench'd native heat, 


| + Does St. John Greenwich ſports repeat? 
Where (emulous of Chartres' fame) 


Ev'n Chartres' ſelf is ſcarce a name. 


+ To you (th' all-envy'd gift of Heav'n) 
Th' indulgent gods, unafk'd, have giv'n, 
A form compleat in ev'ry part, 

And, to enjoy that gift, the art. 


1 What 
Ad Al BIM T1BULLUM. 
* Albi, neſtrorum ſermonum candide judex, 
Duid nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedana & 
Scribere, quod Caſſi Farmenſis opuſcula vineat “ 
＋ An tacitum filvas inter reptare ſalubres f 
1 Di tibi farmam. 
Di tibi divitias dederant, artemque fruendi. 


E: 
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What could a tender mother's care, 
Wiſh better, to her fav'rite heir, 

Than wit, and fame, and lucky hours, 
A ſtock of health, and golden ſnow'rs, 
And graceful fluency of ſpeech, 

Precepts before unknown to teach? 


+ Amidſt thy various ebbs of fear; 
And gleaming hope, and black deſpair, 
Vet, let thy friend this truth impart, 

A truth I tell with bleeding heart, 

In juſtice for your labours paſt) 

I That ev'ry day ſhould be your laſt, 
That ev'ry hour you life renew, 

Is to your injur'd country due. 


If ſpight of fears, of mercy ſpight, 


| My genius ſtill muſt rail, and write, 


Haſte to thy Twick'nham's fafe retreat, 

And mingle with the grumbling great, 
There half devoured by ſpleen, you'll find 
The rhyming bubbler of mankind ; 

There (objects of our mutual hate) 


We'll ridicule both church and ſtate. _ | 
* uid vveat dulci nutricula majus alumnty | 
Qgam ſapere, & fari peſſit que ſentiat, & cus 
Gratia, fama, valetudo contingat abunde, 
| Non deficiente crumena & 


+ Tuter ſpem, curamque, timeres inter & iran. 

1 Omnem crede diem tibi diluxiſſe ſupremum. 
Me pin guem, & nitidum bene curata cute viſet, 
Cum ridere veles Fpicuri de grege percum. 


12 Poze on ſeveral Occaſions: 
EPIGRAM. 


Engraved on the collar of a dog, which I 
gave to his Royal Highneſs. 


AM his Highneſs' dog at Kew; 
Pray tel} me, Sir, whoſe dog are you ? 


SOBER 


SOBER ADVICE 


h TI 
F ROM 0 
10 THE 


YOUNG GENTLEMEN about Tow N. 


— 


—— 


As delivered in his SECOND SERMON. 


IMITATED * in the Manner of Mr. Pope. 


— 


Together with the Original Text, as re- 
ſtored by the Reverend Richard Bentley, 
Doctor of Divinity. And ſome Re- 


marks on the Verſion. 


[No ræx BENTLEIANE.] Imitated. Why imi- 
tated ? Why not tranſlated ? Odi imitatores! A me- 
taphraſt had not turned Tigellius, and Fufidius, Mal- 
chinus and Gargonius (for I ſay Malchinus, not Mal- 

4 thinus, and Gargonius not Gorgonius) into ſo many 

| ladies. Benignus, hic, bunc, &c. all of the maſcu- 
line gender: every ſchool-boy knows more than our 
Imltator. 


CE 


TO 
ALEXANDER PopE Eſq*; 
SER „ 
| Have ſo great a truſt in your indulgence 
towards me, as to believe you cannot 
but patronize this Imitation, ſo much in 
your own manner, and whole birth I may 
truly ſay is owing to you F. In that confi- 
. dence, I would not ſuppreſs the criticiſms 
made upon it by the reverend DoCtor ; the 
rather, fince he has promiſed to mend. the 
faults in the next edition, with the ſame 
goodneſs he has practiſed to Milton. I 
hope you will believe that while I expreſs. 
my regard for you, it is only out of modeſ- 
ty I conceal my name; ſince, tho' per- 
haps I may not profeſs myſelf your admir- 
er ſo much as ſome others, I cannot but 


be, with as much inward reſpect, good- 
will, and zeal as any man, 


Dear SIR, 
your moſt affectionate, 
and faithful ſervant. 
I 


® ;. e. Alexander Pope, Eſq; to himſelf. 
+ This ailertion proves meſt true. 
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Sn 


HORATII FLACCI 
D 


Textum recenſuit V. R. Ri ARDUSs 
Be NTLEIUS, 8. F. P. 


Mbubajarum collegia, pharmacopolae, 
Mendici, mimae, balatrones; hoc genus 
omne 

Maeſtum ac ſollicitum eſt cantoris morte tigelli: 
| Quippe Benignus erat. PU 


— - Contra hic, ne prodiges eſſe 
Dicatur, metuens, inopi dare nolit amico, 


Frigus quo duramque famem depellere poſſit. 


Hunc ſi perconteris, avi cur atque parentis 
Praeclaram ingrata ſtringat malus ingluvie rem, 
Omnia conduQis coemens obſonia nummis: 


« Sordidus, atque animi quod parvi nolit haberi,“ 


Reſpondet. Laudatur ab his, culpater ab illis. 
F afidivs 


8 . 


8. 


SOBER ADVICE 


FROM 


HORACE. 


HE tribe of Templars, Play'rs Apothecaries, 
Pimps, Poets, Wits, Lord Fanny's, Lady 
Mary's, 
And all the court in tears, and half the town, 
Lament dear charming Oldfield, dead and gone! 
Engaging Oldfield! who with grace and eaſe, 
Could join the Arts, to ruin and to pleaſe. 


Not ſo, who of ten thouſand gall'd her knight, 
Then aſk d ten thouſand for a ſecond night ; 
The gallant too, to whom ſhe pay'd it down, 
Liv'd to refuſe that miſtreſs half a crown ®. 


Con. Philips cries, A ſneaking dog I hate,” 
That's all three lovers have for their eſtate ! 
Treat on, treat on,” is her eternal note, 


And lands and tenements go down her throat, 


Some damn the jade, and. ſome the cullies blame, 
But not Sir H=—t, for he does the ſame, a 
„El i ee e 1011 11 OR 


a This 3 is n piece of travelling ſcandal, related of the. late 
Dutcheſs of C-mg,, and the late Duke of Mo, * _ 


88 Sober Advice from Horace. 


Fufidius vappae famam timet ac nebulonis, 

Dives a agris, dives poſitis i in fenore nummis. 
Quinas hac capiti mercedes exſecat; atque 

4 Quanto preditior quiſque eſt, tanto acrius urguet. 
Nomina ſectatur, modo ſumpta veſte virili 
Sub patribus duris, tironum. Maxime, quis non, 
Juppiter, exclamat, ſimul atque audivit? “ At in fe 
« Pp quaeſtu ſumptum facit hic.” Vix credere poſlis 
Quam ſibi non fit amicus : ita ut Pater ille, Tirent 
Fabula quem miſerum gnato vixiſſe fugato 


*. non ſe eius racer dee hic. 


Si quis nunc quaerat, Quo res haec pertinet ? Illuc: 
% Dum vitant ſtulti vitia, in contraria currunt,” 
Malchinus tunicis demiſſis ambulat : ; eſt qui 
i Inguen ad obſcaenum ſub ductis uſque facetus : 
; 1 Paſtillos Ruſillus olet, Gargonius hircum. 
| Nil medium elt. Sunt qui nolint tetigiſſe, niſi ill2s, 
Quarum ſubſuta talos tegat inſtita veſte : 
Contra alius nullam, niſi olente'i in fornice ſlantem. i 


Quidam notus ws; cum ak fornice; ” Mat 


2; ann eſto, inquit, ſententia dia Catonis, 
2 ce Nam 


lis 


C: 
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With all a woman's virtues but the pox, 
Fufidia thrives in money, land, and ſtocks : 
For int'reſt, Ten per cent, her conſtant rate 1s; 
Her body ! hopeful heirs may have it gratis. 
She turns her very ſiſter to a Job, 

And, in the happy minute, picks your fob : 
Yet ſtarves herſelf, ſo little her own friend, 
And thirſts and hungers only at one end: 

A ſelf-tormentor, worſe than (in the * Play) 
The wretch, whoſe av'rice drove his ſon away. 


But why all this? Beloved, tis my theme: 
% Women and fools are always in extreme.“ 
Rufa's at either end a common-ſhoar, 
Sweet Moll and Jack are civet-cat and boar : 
Nothing in nature is ſo lewd as Peg, 
Yet, for the world, ſhe would not ſhew her leg!“ 
While baſnful Jenny, ev'n at morning- prayer, 
+ Spreads her fore-buttocks to the navel bare. 
But diff rent taſte in diff rent men prevails, . 
And one is fir'd by heads, and one by tails ;. 
Some feel no flames but at the court or ball, 
And others hunt white aprons in the Mall. 


My lord of L—n, chancing to remark. 


A noted Dean much buſy'd in the Park, 


Proceed (he cry'd) proceed, my reverend boch , 


« "Tis fornteatio-/implex, and no other. | 
ES» 667 Better 


* Tee my Terence, Heautontimorumenos: there is nothing 
in Dr. Hare's. Bz r. 5 


+, A.verſe taken from Mr. Pope: of which, Mr. Pope is ſo 
dend, that he has made uſe of it no leſs than chre times. E. C. 


90 Sober Advice from Horace. 


« Nam Gaul ac venas inflavit tetra libido, | 
Hue juvenes aequum eſt deſcendere, non alienas 
« Permolere uxores. © | 


| Nolim laudarier, inquit, 
Sic me, mirator CUNN [CUPIENNTUS ALBI“. 
Audire eſt operae pretium, procedere recte 
Qui moechos non voltis, ut omni parte laborent ; 
Utque illis multo corrupta dolore voluptas, 
Atque haec rara, cadat dura inter ſaepe pericla, | 


Hie ſe praecipitem tecto dedit, ille flagellis 
Ad mortem caeſus: fugiens hie decidet acrem 


Praeonum in turbam: dedit hic pro corpore nummos: 


Hunc permixerunt calones ; quin etiam illud 
Accidit, ut + cuidam TESTIS, CAUDAMQUE 


SALACEM 
Demeterent ferro. Jure omnes. Galba ta 


Tutior at quanto merx eſt in claſſe ſecunda ! 
Libertinarum dico: Salluſtius in qua 


Non minus inſanit, quam qui moechatur. At hic 9 

a 
© CUNNI CUPIENNIUS ALBI, Hoary Shrine. © Here the 
<6 Imitator grievouſly errs. Cunnus allies by no means ſignifying a 
White or grey thing, but a thing under a white or grey garment, 
„ which thing may be either black, brown, red, or party-coue 
„ lour'd, BxnT. T TESTIS CAUDAMQUE SALACEM 
Demeterent ferro ** (for ſo I ſay, and not demeteret ferrum) bleeds 
in perſon. Silly! Was he let blood by a Surgeon? How ſhort is 
this of the amputation of the 7e/es and cauda falax? What 1g- 
e norance alſo of ancient learni-g appears in his ſhallow tranſla- 
tion of perminxerunt, totally miffing the mark, and not enter- 
88 ing into the Pp meaning of the author.“ 


* 


03: 


Sober Advice from Horace, 91 
«« Better than luſt for boys, with Pope and . 
* Or others ſpouſes, like my Lord Of — 


May no ſuch praiſe (cries g) e'er be mine, 


Js, who bows at Hi $ hoary ſhrine. 


— 


All you, who · think the City ne er can hikes 
Till ev'ry cuckold- maker's flead alive; 


| Attend, while I their miſeries explain, 


And pity men of pleaſure ſtill in pain! 

Survey the pangs they bear, the riſques they run, 
Where the moſt lucky are but laſt undone. 

See wretched Monfieur flies to ſave his throat, 
And quits his miſtreſs, money, ring, and note! 
K - of his footman's borrow'd livery ſtript, 
By worthier footmen piſt upon and whipt! 
Plunder'd by thieves, or lawyers, which is worſe, 
One bleeds in perſon, and one bleeds in purſe ; 
This meets a blanket, and that meets a cudgel 
And all applaud the juſtice— All, but Þ Budgell. 


How much more ſafe, dear countrymen ! his ſtate, 
Who trades in frigates of the ſecond rate ? | 
And yet ſome care of 8 —ſt ſhould be had, 
Nothing ſo mean for which he can't run mad; 


His 
Others read Lord Mayor l. || Cork noun have ſtopt this 
hole. 0. 


＋ A gentleman as celebrated for his gallantries as his poli- 
ticks; an entertaining hiſtory of which may be publiſhed, with- 
out the leaſt ſcandal on the L. adies. E. Curr |}. 
Þ This opinion I agree to as true, but that this note was 
mine, is falſe, | E. C. 


92 Sober Advice from Horace 
Qua res, qua ratio ſuaderet, quaque modeſte 
Muniſico efle licet, vellet bonus que benignus 
Eſſe; daret quantum ſatis eſſet, nec ſibi damno 
Dedecorique foret. Verum hoc ſe amplectitur uno, 


Hoc amat & laudat : Matronam nullam ego tango. 


Ut quondam- Marſaeus amator- Originis, ille 
Qui patrium mimae donat ſundumque laremque, 
Nil ſuerit mi, inquit, cum uxoribus unquam alienis. 
Verum eſt cum mimis, eſt cum meretricibus unde: 
Fama malum gravius, quam res, trahit. An tibi 8+ 
bunde 

perionam ſatis eſt, non illud, quiequid ubique 

- Officit, evitare? bonam deperdere famam. 

Rem patris oblimare, malum eſt ubicumque, Quid 
inter 


Eft in matrona, ancilla, pecceſna togata? 


Villius in Fauſta Sullae gener, hoc miſer uno. 
Nomine deceptus, poenas dedit uſque ſuperque 
Quam ſatis eſt; pugnis caeſus, SU 


Excluſus fore, eum Longarenus foret intus. 


Huic fi mutonis verbis, mala tanta videnti 
Diceret 


Sober Advice from Horace. 93 


His wit confirms him but a ſlave the more, 

And makes a princes whom he found a whore. 
The youth might ſave much trouble and expence, 
. Were he a dupe of only commou ſenſe. 
But here's his point; a wench (he cries) for me? | 


85 « I never touch a dame of quality.“ 

85 To P—I-r's bed no actreſs comes amiſs, 
He courts the whole perſonæ dramatis: | 
He too can ſay, With wives I never ſin.” 

+ hut ſinging-girls and mimicks drawn him in. 

is. Sure worthy Sir, the diff'rence is not great, 

. With whom you loſe your credit and eſtate ? 


This, or. that perſon, what avails to ſhun ? 

_ What's wrong is wrong, where-ever it be done: 
The eaſe, ſupport, and luſtre of your life, 
Deſtroy'd alike with ſtrumpets, maid, or wife. 

What puſh'd poor E—4 on th' imperial whore? 

Twas but to be where CHARLEs had been before, 

WE The fatal ſteel unjuſtly was applyed, 

0 When not his luſt offended, but his pride : 
Too. hard a penance for defeated fin, 
Himſelf ſhut out, aud Jacob Hall “ let in. 


0 Suppoſe that honeſt part that rules us all, 
Should riſe, and ſay — © Sir Robert! or Sir Paul! 
Did I demand, in my moſt vig'rous hour, 
« A thing deſcended from the conqueror? 
Or when my pulſe beat higheſt aſk for any 
« Such nicety as Lady or Lord Fanny? 
| | - What 


, - 2x4 ® A famous Rope- dancer. bn 12 
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94 Sober Advice from Horace: 
Diceret haec animus : Quid vis tibi? numquid ego a te | 
Magno prognatum depoſco conſule * Cx xu, 
Velatumque ſtola, mea cum conferbuit ira: 
Quid reſponderet? Magno patre nata puella eſt. 
At quanto meliora monet, pugnantiaque iſtis 
| Divis opis natura ſuae! ut ſi modo. recte 
Diſpenſare velis, ac non fugienda - petendis 
Inmiſcere. | ” 
— Tuo vitio, rerumne labores, 
Nil referre putas? quare, non poeniteat te, 
Define matronas ſcQarier : unde laboris 
Plus haurire, mali eſt, - quam ex re decerpere fructus 
Nec magis huic, inter niveos viridiſque lapillos 
Sit licet, o Cerinthe, tuo tenerum eſt ſemur aut cine 
Rectius: atque etiam melius perſaepe togatae elt. 
Adde hue, quod mercem fine fucis geſtat; aperte 
Quod venale habet, oftendit ; 'neque k quid honeſti eſt 
Iactat habetque palam, quaerit; quo tur pia celet. 
Regibus hie mos eſt, ubi. ©quos mercantur bs rag 
Inſpiciunt : ne & facies, ut faepe, decora., | > 
: Molli 
FM - — - | -———__ 


% Athing deſcended——why thing? the poet has it 8 ; 
which. therefore boldly: piace here. BN Tr. 


date 


Ras: 


3 


What would you anfwer? could von have the face, 


Sober Advice from Horace. 93 


When the poor ſuff' rer humbly mourn'd his caſe, 
To cry, You weep the Favours of her“ GRACE? 


Hath not indulgent Nature ſpread a feaſt, 

+ And giv'n enough for man, enough for beaſt ? 

But man corrupt, perverſe in all his ways, 

In ſearch of Vanities from Nature ſtrays : 

Yea, tho* the bleffing's more than he can uſe, 
Shuns the permitted, the forbid. purſues! _ 
Weigh well the cauſe from whence theſe evils ſpring, 
'Tis in thyſelf, and not in God's good thing: 
Then, leſt repentance puniſh ſuch a life, 

Never, ah! never! kiſs thy neighbour's wife. 


Firſt, filks and diamonds veil no finer ſhape, 
Or plumper thigh, than lurk in humble crape: 
And ſecondly, how innocent a Belle 
Is ſhe who ſhews what ware ſhe has to ſell; 
Not lady-like, diſplays a milk-white breaſt, 

And hides in ſacred ſluttifhneſs the reſt. 


Our ancient t Kings (and ſure thoſe kings were 
* 
Who judg'd themſelves, and faw with 2 own 


eyes ) 
d A war- 


» ten not of one  particulaa dutches, but of divers 
dutcheſſes. 
+ The oxiginal manuſcript has ity. - 
„Spread a Feaſt 
«© Of — endough for man, enough for beaſt : ”? 
but we prefer the preſent, as the purer diction. 


96 Sober Advice from Horace, 

Molli fulta pede eft; emtorem ducat hiantem, 

Quod qulchrae clunes, breve quod caput, ardua corvix, 
Hoc illi recte. Tu corporis optima Lyncei 
Contemplare oculis; ; Hypſaea caecior, illa 

Quae mala ſunt, ſpectas. O crus, O brachia! verum 
Depugis, naſuta, brevi latere, ac pede longo eſt. 


Matronae, praeter faciem, nil cernere poſſis; 
Caetera, ni Catia eſt, demiſſia veſte tegentis, 
Si interdicta petes, vallo circumdata, (nam te 
Hoc facitinfanum) multa tibi tum officient res; 
Cuſtodes, lefica, ciniflones, paraſitae; 
Ad talos ſtola demiſſa, & circumdata palla : 
Plurima, quae invideant pure adparere tibi rem. 
Altera nil obſtat : Cois tibi pene videre eſt 
Ut nudam; ne crure malo, ne fit pede turpi: 
| Metiri poſſis oculo hw tibi mavis 
Inſidias fieri, pretiumque avellier, ante 


Quam mercem oftendi ? 


name. [,LPOREM 


Sober Advice a * 


A war- horſe never for th ſervice choſe, 

But ey'd him round, and ſtript of all the 8 1 
For well they knew, proud trappings ſerve to hide 

A heavy cheſt, thick neck, or heavy ſide, 

But fools are ready chaps, agog to buy, 

Let but a comely fore-hand ſtrike the eye: 

No eagle ſharper, every charm to find, 

To all defects, Ty, not ſo blind: 
Gooſe-rump'd, hawk - nos'd, ſwan-footed, is my dear 
They'll praiſe her elbow, heel, or tip o' th' ear. 


A lady's face is all you ſee undreſs'd; 
{For none but Lady M ſhow'd the reſt) 
But if to charms more latent you pretend, 
What lines encompaſs, and what works defend ! 
Dangers on dangers ! obſtacles by dozens! 


Spies, guardians, gueſts, old women, aunts, and 


cozens * ! 
Could you directly to her perſon go, 
Stays. will obſtru& above, and hoops below, 
And if the dame ſays yes, the dreſs ſays no. 
Not thus at Needham's + ; your judicious eye 
May meaſure there the breaſt, the hip, the thigh ! 


And will you run to perils, ſword, and law, 


All for a thing you ne'er ſo much as ſaw ? 


K & The 


® There is a famous Stay- maker of this name, which ſtiffens 
the deuble entendre here meant. 4 E.G 
+ A guandam bawd of high renown, 
An whole apartments Pp ——<e—-— has oft been ny 
„ Patting fore-buttocks, to divert the ſpleen.“ 


*. Sober Advice From Horace. 


—— LEPOREM venator ut alta 
In nive ſectetur, poſitum fic tangere nolit: 
Cantat, & adponit E us eſt amor huic ſimilis; nam 
Tranſvolat in medio poſita, & fugientia captat. 
Hiſcine verſiculis {peras tibi poſſe dolores, 
Atque aeſtus, curaſque gravis e pectore tolli? 
Nonne, cupidinibus ſtatuat natura modum quem, 
Quid latura, ſibi quid ſit dolitura negatum, 
Quaerere plus prodeſt; & inane abſcindere ſoldo? 
Num, tibi cum faucis urit ſitis aurea quaeris 
Pocula? num eſuriens faſtidis omnia praeter - 
® Pavonem rhombumque? tument tibi cum ingui- 
| na, num, ſi | 
Ancilla aut verna eſt praeſto puer, impetus in quem 
Continuo fiat, malis centigine rumpi? 
Non ego: namque * parabilem amo venerem, faci- 
lemque.“ 
ILLAM, 


"  PAYONEM, Pea-chicks]< Not ill render'd, meaning a yaurg 
4 or ſeft piece, anglice a tid-bit: ſuch as that delicate youth 
„„ Cerinthus, whoſe fleſh, our Horace expreſly lays, was as 

e render as a Lady's, and our Imitator turn'd 
Such Nicety, as Lady or Lord # 
© not amiſs truly; it agrees with my own reading of 7e 
<6 femere, inftcad of tuum femur, and ſavours of the true taſte 


5 of antiquity,” 


am 


n, 


juem 


faci- 


AM, 


young 
youth 
as 28 


of ru? 


tale 


Sober Advice from Horace, 99 


The hare once ſuiz'd, the hunter heeds no more 
*% The little ſcut he ſo purſu'd before, 
„ Love follows flying game (as Sucklyn ſings) 
« And tis for that the wanton boy has wings.” 
Why let him fing—but when you're in the wrong. 
Think you to cure the miſchief with a ſong ? 
Has nature ſet no bounds to wild defire ? 
No ſenſe to guide, no reaſon to enquire, 
What ſolid happineſs, what empty pride ? 


And what is beſt indulg'd, or beſt deny'd ? 


If neither gems adorn, nor filver tip 

The flowing bowl, will you not wet your lip? 
When ſharp with hunger, ſcorn you to be fed, 
Except on Pea-Chicks, at the Bedford-head ® 
Or when a tight, neat girl, will ſerve the turn, 
In errant pride continue ſtiff, and burn? 

I'm a plain man, whoſe maxim is profeſt, 

© The thing at hand is of all things the beſt.” 
But her who will, and then will not comply, 
Whoſe word is If, Perhaps, and By-and-by, 

Z- cds? let ſome Eunuch or Platonic take 
S0 B tt cries, philoſopher and rake! 

Who aſks no more (right reaſonable peer) 
Than not to wait too long, nor pay too dear, 
Give me a willing nymph ! 'tis all I care, 
Extremely clean, and tolerably fair, 

Her ſhape her own, whatever ſhape ſhe have, 


And juſt that white and read which nature gave. 


1 Her 
A noted tavern for eating, drinking, and gaming, in 


Southampton- ſtreet, Covent- garden. 


100 Sober Advice from Horace. 


ILLAM, poſt paulo, fed pluris fi exierit vir, 

Gallis : hanc philodemus ait kibi, quae neque magne 

Stet pretio; nee cunctetur, cum eſt juſſa venire. 

| Candida rectaque fit; munda haQenus, ut neque 

longa, 

Nec magis alba velit, quam det natura, videri. 

Haec, ubi ſuppoſuit dextro corpus mihi laevum, 

Ilia & Egeris eſt: do nomen quodliber illi. 

Nec vereor, ne, dum futuo, vir rure recurrat; 

Janua frangatur ; latret canis ; undique magno 

Pulſa domus ftrepitu reſonet: ne pallida leo 

Deſiliat mulier; ciferam ſe conſcia clamet ; 

Cruribus haec metuat, doti haec deprenſa, egomet 
mi. 

Diſcincta tunica fugienda eſt, ac pede nudo ; 


Ne nummi pereant, aut puga, aut denique fama, 


Deprendi miſerum sft; Fabio vel judice vincam. 


, 1— # a ah " ST | 8 i 8 * 


3 fand Sand. A 


py PV wy wo 


png 


que 


me: 


Her I tranſported touch, tranſported view, 

And call her Angel! Goddeſ M. —ue! 

No furious huſband thunders at the door; 

No barking dog no houſhold in à roar; 

From gleaming ſwords no ſhrieking women run ; 
No wretched wife cries out, Undone! Undone! 
Seiz'd in the fact, and in her cuckold's pow'r, 
She kneels, ſhe weeps, and worſe ! refigns her dow'r* 
Me, naked me, to poſts, to pumps they draw, 

To ſhame eternal, or eternal law. 

Oh love! be deep tranguillity my luck * 

No miſtreſs H—yſh-—m near, no Lady B — ck! 
For, to be taken, is the dey'l in hell; ; | 

This truth, let .I, J=nmys, O tell. 


* Here the Imitator errs. The Latin has it dum futus, a 


moſt neceſſary circumſtance! which ought to be reftered ; and 


may, by the change of a /ing/e wvord, he the ſame with that of 


the author, and one which wou'd "marveloufly agree with the 


Sober Advice am Horace. 101 


Ladies in the ſecond line. : B E NF. 
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THREE ENTE SHEPHERDS. 


F gentle Philips will F ever ſing, 
With gentle Philips ſhall the vallies ring. 
My numbers too for ever will I vary, 
With gentle Budgell, and with gentle Carey. 
Or if in ranging of the names I judge ill, 
With gentle Carey and with gentle Budgell. 
Oh! may all gentle Bards together place ye, 
Men of good hearts, and men of delicacy. 
May Satire ne er befool ye, or beknave ye, 
And from all wits that have a knack Gad ſave ye. 
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HUMAN LIFE: 
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THE 


PREFACE. 


F all kinds of poetry the didaſcalic is the moſt 
valuable, if aiming at the good of mankind 
be what juſtly entitles any thing to that character. 
The deſcriptive kind is like a fine landſkip, where 
you meet with two or three principal figures ; the 
reſt is all rocks, rivulets, hanging woods and ver- 
dant lawns, amuſing to the eye, ſhewing the taſte of 
the painter, but carrying little inſtruction along with it. 
But the Didaſcalic is like a curious piece of hiſto- 
ry-painting, where every figure muſt be highly 
wrought, every paſſion ſtrongly repreſented, all con- 
tributing in their ſeveral degrees to expreſs the 
main deſign; in ſhort, it muſt be a finiſhed piece. 
'That this is a very difficult work may be collec- 
ted from the ſmall number of thoſe poets who have 
ever attempted it. In the early ages of the Greci- 
ans, I remember none who have wrote any thing 
in this way but old Heſiod, Aratus, and Nicander ; 
for Dionyſus, the Periegetic, and * Oppian liv'd 
not 
* Ageſilaus, Oppian's father, was a man of great learn- 
ing and merit as well as wealth and powet, in the city of 
Arazarbus in Cilicia, where he liv'd: Severus making 2 
- Progreſs, came to that town, and Ageſilaus being not at the 
proceſſion to meet the emperor at his entrance, probably 
on account of his age and infirmities, that prince, to puniſh 
him for ſo heinous a crime, baniſh'd the paor old man to Malta. 
Oppian to amuſe his father under his misfortune, took to 
writing of poetry. and afterwards dedicated his Halieutics to 
the emperor's fon, The emperor was ſo pleas'd with the 
Poem, that he ordered him a piece of gold for each line, and 
offer d him any other fayour he would aſk. The ſirſt part 
of the ſtory is not at ali wonderful, but I mutt confefs 


Laſt part part js a little ſurprizing. 
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not till the time of the Roman emperors. Heſiod's 
works and days is the only piece remaining that is 
allow'd to be genuine without diſpute ; but by Vir- 
gil's, and eſpecially Manilius's compliments to him, 
*tis highly probable he wrote others, and perhaps 
more valuable ones, the” Quintilian allows him the 
Palma in illo medio genere dicendi only, and Le 
Fevre is much more hard upon him when he makes 
him little better than an almanack-maker, and his 
work a mean performance. Paterculus and Plu- 
tarch ſet him next to Homer, as well in the value 
of his words, as in the period of his age, ſays Mr. 
Kennet; but perhaps that may be the other extreme. 
Aratus wrote a poem, in two books which he calls 
the Phænomena, and Dioſemeia, the one aſtronimi- 
cal, giving an account of the fituation and the 
affection of the heavenly bodies. the other aſtrolo- 
gical, ſhewing the particular influence ariſing from 
their various diſpoſitions and relations *, Tully com- 
mends him for his verſification, and Quintilian ſays, 

he has fully anſwer'd his argument, which put to- 
gether ſhould make up a pretty good character. As 
to Nicander, Voſſius places him amongſt his Greek 
hiſtorians, but allows him to have been egregius 
grammaticus, poeta, & medicus. His ſurviving works 
are, however only poetry upon poiſons, and the me- 
thods of cure for them. Of the two latter Greek 
Poets, Dionyſius and Oppian, the one wrote a ſur- 
vey of the world, and the other Cynegetics and 
_ Halieutics, in both which 'tis certain there are very 
_ parts, however judgments may differ about 

em. 

Amongſt the Romans, Lucretius and Manilius 
may juſtly be ſaid to be the chief of the Didaſcalic 
poets. They both wrote with all. the fire of their 
youth about em; for neither of them liv'd to be 
old. I have always fancy'd Manilius imitated Lu- 
cretius in his manner, the beginning of his books 
being pretty much in the ſame way, beſides, * 


Kennet's lives of the Greek poets. 
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he looſes no occaſion of launching out into deſcrip- 
tions, and is florid to a fault. He has likewiſe 
ſome reflections “ on the follies of men, ſo very 
much of a piece with what you meet with in the 5th 
book of Lucretius, that one would almoſt think them 
taken from thence. In general it may be ſaid, 
they are both very noble poems, tho' that of Ma- 
nilius is far from being finiſh'd, as it might have 
been, if the author had liv'd. What errors are to 
be found in the philoſophy of the one, and the 
aſtronomy of the other, are owing, perhaps, as 
much to the age of the world at that time, as 
their own, and their beauties may, in ſome mea- 
{ure, atone for their faults, 

Virgil's Georgics are in the ſame kind, tho' the 
ſubjects are of leſs dignity ; and I don't know whe- 


ther I might not likewiſe add Ovid, on the account 


of his Faſti, the moſt correct of all his works: 
Gratius too, about the ſame time, wrote his Cy- 
negetics, which are very juſtly .eſteem'd. 

Amongſt the moderns, Fracaſtorius's Syphilis, Qui 


let's Callitædia, and Vida's Art of poetry, are the 


beſt poems of this ſort; Rapin of gardens, and 
Vanier's Prædium Rufticum, are not without their 
merit, but much inferior to the others. In our 
own language too we have ſome poems of this 
inſtructive kind: The Eſſays on Poetry, Tranſlated 
Verſe, and Criticiſm, are fine inſtances of the worth 
and excellency of this manner of writing, to which 
may be very truly apply'd what Dr. Young iays 
of ſatyr, | 

Heroes and gods make other poems fines 

Plain ſatyr calls for ſenſe in every line f. 

The ſtrength of juſt obſervations convey'd in 
ſmooth avd flowing numbers, has a prevailing in- 
Auence, inſinuates itſelf into the mind almoſt im- 

percep- 


The beginning of the fourth book. 
+ Univerlal pam̃on, Sat. II. 
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108 PREFACE. | 
edi. and makes a more * impreſſion 
ere than one would eaſily imagine. *T'is true theſe 
ſubjects are purely critical, and ſo of leſs conſequence 
to mankind in general ; but yet, poliſhing the under- 
ſtanding, improving the judgment, and regulating 
the taſte, are far from being things indifferent to the 
world, ſince they tend not a little to the ſhaming 
out of it, that ruſticity and barbariſm, thoſe follies 
and affectations, in one word all that littleneſs of 
mind which is ſo effectual a bar in the way of gene- 
rous and noble undertakings. But we have had of late 
an undeniable proof that the fineſt and moſt uſeful ſort 
of philoſophy, which conſiſts in the knowledge of 
ourſelves, may be convey'd in ſuch clear, ſtrong, eaſy, 
and affecting ſtrains, at the ſame time convincing and 
captivating the underſtanding, that there remains no 
doubt but that poetry in the hands of a great genius 
may be made as beneficial as ever it has been enter- 
taining to mankind. The latter effect is indeed what 
has been generally moſt aim'd at, as it is compaſs'd 
with leſs difficulty to the writer, and meets with a 
more univerſal reception amongſt the common ſort of 
readers. + Imagery, fine colouring, and bright an- 
titheſes often diſguiſe the want of juſtneſs and force, 
and by pleaſing the imagination, do, as it were, ſteal 
away from the judgment, or ſometimes impoſe upon 
it, as ſhadows paſs for ſubſtances with weak, diſtem- 
per'd or fanciful men. | 
The Os magna ſonaturum of Horace would make 
one almoſt think the muſe muſt never appear without 
her buſkins, and that all ſimplicity of expreſſion were 
to be totally baniſh'd out of poetical writings. Tis 
true the Epic Poem, the Ode, and the Tragedy very 
often require, and conſequently juſtify the uſe of ele- 
vated language, as it may be more ſuitable to the 
greatneſs of the ſubjects, and better fitted to raiſe the 


ſeveral 
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— N;c in turbam nec turbe carmina condam. 
Manil. L II. 
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109 PREFACE. 
ſeveral paſſions they are deſign d to work upon. Buy 


where the appeal lies only to the underſtanding, ſelf- 
evident truths, naturally and beautifully expreſs'd, 


can never fail of the approbation of a ſound head 


and a good taſte: And even Horace himſelf, as ele- 
vated and great a poet as he muſt be allow'd in his 
Odes, appears to much more advantage in his Sermones 
and Epiſtles, where, as my Lord Roſcommon obſer ves 
on another occaſion, | 


Fancy labours leſs, but judgment more. 
Sir John Denham's Cooper's Hill has met with u- 


niverſal applauſe, tho' its ſubject ſeems rather deſcrip- 


tive than inſtructing ; but 'tis not the hill, the river, 
nor the ſtag chace, 'tis the good ſenſe and the fine re- 
flection ſo frequently interſpers'd, and as it were in- 
terwoven with the reſt, that gives it the value, and 
will make it, as was ſaid of true wit, everlaſting like 
the ſun. | : 

The late Mr. Prior's Solomon ſeems to have colt 


him much time and pains, and was, I helieve, his fa- 
vourite performance: He is in ſome doubt whether to 


call it a Didaſcalic or Heroic poem. It has indeed 
ſomething of both, and yet ſtrictly ſpeaking, is per- 
fectly neither: It has not fable, machinery nor varie- 


ty enough to be an Heroic poem, and it 1s too diffu- 


ſive and luxuriant in the ſtyle, too florid and full of 
deſcriptions «o be of the Didaſcalic ſort. In general 
it may be juſtly ſaid to be a very fine piece; tho' I 
muſt confeſs I cannot help giving the preference to 
his Alma, in which the deſign is more cloſely purſu- 
ed, carried on with more ſpirit, and never loſes your 
attention. 


Upon the whole, what Mr. Dryden has ſaid in the 
Preface to his Religio laici, is, I think, very true. 


The expreſſions of a poem, deſign'd purely for in- 
« ſtruction, ought to be plain and natural, and yet 
« majeſtic: For here the poet is preſum'd to be a 


« kind of lawgiver, and thoſe three qualities which 
3 
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4 I have nam'd are proper to the legiſlative ſtyle. 
& The florid, elevated and figurative way, is for the 
« paſſions; for love and hatred, fear and anger are 
_ Labs in the ſoul by ſhewing their objects out of 
* their true proportion ; either greater than the life 
« or leſs; but inſtruction is to be given by ſhewing 
„ them what they naturally are. A man is to be 
< cheated into paſſion, but to be reaſon'd into truth.“ 

The following ſhort piece may be perhaps a little 
too pompouſly introduc'd by the foregoing obſervati- 
ons ; all I ſhall ſay for it is, I endeavour'd to follow 
Mr. Dryden's rules : how far I have ſucceeded, I can 
be no proper judge myſelf. But whatever may be 
ſaid of the poetry, and about that, I am very indit- 
ferent; the ſentiments muſt ſurely be allow'd to be 
Juſt and good; and I am intirely of Mr. Prior's opi- 
nion: I had rather be thought a good Engliſhman, 
(which is but another word for an honeſt man) 


„than the beſt poet or greateſt ſcholar that ever 
wrote.” 


AN 


ESSAYS 


ON 
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Y Leafure but cheats us with an empty name, 
P Still ſeems to vary, yet is ſtill the ſame; 
Amuſement's all its utmoſt {kill can boaſt, 

By uſe it leſſens, and in thought is loſt. 

The youth that riots and the age that hoards, 
Folly that ſacrafices things to words ; 

Pride, wit and beauty in one taſte agree, 
"Tis ſenſual, or tis mental luxury. 

Sad ſtate-of nature, doom'd to fruitleſs pain, 


Something to wiſh and want, but never gain: 
Reſtleſs we live, and diſappointed die, 
' Unhappy, tho' we know not how nor why. 


L 2 Reaſon, 


1 hn — 
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Reaſon, perhaps may lend her gen'rous aid; ; 


Reaſon, which never yet her truſt betray'd : 
Let her direct us in the doubtful ſtrife. : 
Let her conduct us through the maze of life. 
Is human reaſon then from weakneſs free? 
Partakes ſhe not of our infirmity ? 

Can ſhe apply, with never-failing art, 

The healing balſam to the wounded part ? 
Correct thoſe errors, which the paſſions cauſe, 


And teach the will to follow wiſdom's laws ? 


Alas! experience but two plainly ſhews, 


That man can act againſt the truths he knows: 
Buy cuſtoms led, or by alurements won, 


Diſcern that evil which he cannot ſhun. 
Whate'er we do, the motive's much the ſame, 
*Tis impulſe governs under reaſons name; 
Each eagerly ſome fav'rite end purſues, 
And diff rent tempers furniſh diff rent views. 


Is it for fear of wrong or love of right, 
The ſtateſmen labours or that warriors fight ? 
T”enrich his country, does the ſailor brave 
The cruel pirate, and the threat'ning wave >. 
In ſearch of truth, unwearied ſages try, 

By certain rules, to fix uncertainty ? 
No ! *tis defire and hope that drive them on : 


Thus greateſt things for meaneſt ends are done. 


Selt⸗ 


elt- 
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Self-love, howe'er diſguis'd, miſunderſtood, 
Howe'er miſplac'd, is ſtill the ſov'reign good: 
Virtue or wiſdom but the vain pretence, 
Theſe may direct, but paſſions influence. 
Preſumptuous man ! why boaſts thou thy free-will, 
By conſtitution doom'd to good or ill? | 
What feeble checks are all thoſe ſtudied rules, 
Unpradiis'd leſſons of the uſeleſs ſchools? 
Say, can thy art, oppos'd to nature's force, 
Obſtru her motions, or ſuſpend her courſe ? 
Go, change in Africa their ſable hue, - 
Or make our Europe bring her negroes too; 

Roll back the tides, forbid the ſtreams to flow, 
Nor let this earth returning ſeaſons know. 
Slave to thyſelf, whilſt lord of all beſide, 
Surmount thy weakneſs, or renounce thy pride.” 


whole, - 


To every thing has fix'd a certain goal: 
Tzither all tend, and muſt their circles run, 
For ſuch the order when the whole begun. 
Todiff rent creatures diff rent ranks aſſign'd, - 
Man claims the firſt, as of a nobler kind; 
How juſt that claim, what wiſdom muſt decide? 
Reaſon is his alone, by which tis try d: 
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That moving pow'r, which firſt produg'd the 


Infe- 
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| Inferior creatures filently ſubmit, 
'Tis his to talk, and therefore to have wit, 


Thus haughty greece deſpis d the world around, 
And barb'rous, all ſhe underſtood not, found. 


Look o'er the wide creation, fee how all 
Its ſeveral parts obey the Maker's call: 
The earth how fertile. and how rich the ſea, 
In various falts, for nature's chimiſtry ; | 
How air digeſts, what burning ſuns exhale, 
And dews, and ſnows and rains, by turns, prevail. 
Beaſts, birds and reptiles, ſee em all conſpire, 
To act whate'er their ſev'ral ſtates require. 
But wiſer man diſdain this meaner part, 
Nature with him, muſt ſtill give way to art; 
Vain of conceit, he boaſts his fancy'd ill; 
And, arbitrary, rules the world at will: 
Now fierce and cruel, then as mild and kind, 
Each action owing to each turn of mind; 
One day a friend, the next as great a foe, 
As human, pique, caprice, or int'reſts go; 
Wiſdom and folly thus, by turns, preſide, 
And chance alone inclines to either fide. 


Aſk the bold freeman, or the coward ſlave, 
What makes one abject, and the other brave? 
What gives to fools their faith, to knaves their wiles, 
To cynicks ſou'rneſs, and to Hatt'rers ſmiles ? 


This 


al. 
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This one great truth muſt and by all confeſt, 

Some ruling paſlions lurks in every breaſt ; 
That weakneſs by a f. 
For 'tis that weakneſs ſtill which governs all. 


Wiſely the ſprings of action we conceal, 


Thus ſordidneſs is prudence; fury, zeal ; 


Ambition makes the public good her care, 
And hypocrites the maſk of ſaintſhip wear. 


Inur'd to falſehood, we ourſelves deceive, 
Oft what we wiſh, we fancy we believe ; 
We call that judgment which is only will, 
And as we a&, welearn to argue ill ; 

Like bigots who their various creeds defend 
By making reaſon {till to ſyſtem bend. 


Cuſtoms or int'reſts govern all mankind, 
Some byaſs cleaves to the unguarded mind; 
Thro' this, as in a falſe or flatering glats, 
Things ſeem to change their natures as they pals. 
Objects the ſame in diff rent lights appear, 
And but the colours which we give them wear. 
Error and fraud from this great ſource ariſe, 
All fools are modiſh, and all knaves are wiſe. 
Who does not boaſt ſome merit of his own, 
Tho? to himſelf perhaps 'tis only known 2 


Each 


s$ name they call, feu, 


i 
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Each ſuits reward to his own: fav rite vice, 
pride has its erowns, and luſt its paradiſe: 


* \ Workee, prieſt and derviſe,_.alKip thiz agree, 


That heaven muſt be pomp or luxury; 


Man, flave to ſenſe, no higher bliſs can know, 


Still meaſures things above by things below. 
Joys much the. ſame; but differ in degree, 
As time enlarg'd becomes 0 | 


How vain is all that ſcience we purſue! 


Scorn'd by the many, uſeleſs to the few: 


Since ſhort of truth our utmoſt labours end, 


Who knows but ign'rance is our greateſt friend? 
The fruitleſs pains but ſhew the weakneſs more, 
And we, like miſers, midſt our wealth are poor. 


Much hoarded learning but like lumber lies, 
Or ends in gueſs work and obſcurities. 


What tho' proud Greece her ſeven ſages boaſt? 


The names alone remain the race is loſt, 
Satyrs and Centaurs too, might live of old. 
(For ſo we are in ancient ſtory told) 


But ſhould we doubt in this our faithleſs age; 8 


Who can produce a Centaur or a ſage ? 

Such mighty births were nature's firſt eſſays, 
The luſty offspring of her youthful days; 
Our latter times can no ſuch wonders ſhew, 


But what were giants then, are pigmies now. 


Of 
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Of all the painful follies of mankind, 
Still to be ſeeking what they ne'er muſt find,. 
Is ſure the greateſt, not unlike the toil 
Of him who labours in a barren ſoil, 
Beyond our ſtate if our fond wiſhes tend, 
Means muſt be vain where we miſtake the end: 
Pride whiſpers mighty projects in the ear, 
Bids us be great, be wiſe, be happy here ; 
But ſad experience ſhews the laws of fate, 
And teaches us to know ourſelves too late. 


Error is a diſtemper of the mind, 
Hard to be cur'd, becauſe tis hard to find, 
So mixt and blended with our very frame, 
It Iurks ſecure and borrows reaſon's name. 
In diff rent perſons diff rent ways it ſprings, 
"Tis factiouſneſs in ſubjects, pride in kings; 
Boundleſs alike they in extremes agree, 
Theſe in oppreſſion, thoſe in anarchy; 
Both aim at what 'twere ruin to obtain, 
A civil frenzy, or a tyrant reign. 


The wiſe muſt into nature's ſecrets pry, | 
The weak believe they know not what nor why; 
And we may equally deluded call, 

Who doubt of nothing, as who doubt of all. 
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Profane or pious, bigotry's the ſame, . 
The motives terror, avarice, or fame. 

Opinion is but int'reft in diſguiſe, 

And right and wrong in ſtrength of parties lies. 


Some wou'd be happy, know nor want nor care, 
Others ſtill find more evils than there are ; 


Whilſt truth unheeded in the midway lies, 
And all extremes are like abſurdities. 


Wrong turns of head are nature's greateſt curſe, 
Improving every day from bad to worſe. 
In ſome odd light all objects ſtill they view, 
Thus true with them is falſe, and falſe is true. 
In trifles ſolemn, diligent and wiſe, 
Important things as trifles they diſpiſe; 


Careſſing enemies their friends they ſhun, 


And doat on knaves by whom they are undone. 
Deaf to advice, or taking wrong for right, 
They boldly blunder on in reaſon's ſpite ; 
And under clearer lights obſcure pretence 

Are the antipodes of common ſenſe. 


Wou'd you perſuade a wretch intent on pelf, 
| Tho! he ſtarves others, not to ſtarve himſelf ; 
To fenſe, at leaſt, his ſapleſs trunk from cold, 
Nor ſeem as fond of tatters as of gold; 
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No ! he's too cunning for your high deſign, 
You'd have him like yourſelf, be poor and fine; 3 
But he, in ſpite of envy, richer grows, 
And ſcorns the luxury of meat and cloaths. 
Aſk the ambitious why he waſtes his life 
x In needleſs ſtruggles and uncertain ſtrife ? 
Why not in peace enjoy what plenty gives ? 
So the obſcure, the weak, the lazy lives 
Exalted ſpirits have a nobler aim, 
And know no happineſs but toil and fame. 


Well! muſt it ſuit a ſelfiſn hollow heart, 
To act the honeſt patriot's gen'rous part; 
No tool of party, nor no ſlave of fate, 
No mean dependant on the guilty great ; 
Boldly he pleads for liberty and laws, | 
Content to periſh in his country's cauſe ; 
When lo! a ray divine of favour gleams, 
Quite diff rent topics then become his themes, 
Old friends, old notions are at once forgot, 
And ſhame and wages are the hireling's lot. 


The little mind whoſe joy in miſchief lies, 
Hates all mankind but moſt the good and wiſe; 
Proud of his ſhame he boaſts his ſpiteful {kill, 
And places all his worth in doing ill. 

But baſe-born fear oft checks what rage devis'd, 
And leaves him diſappointed and deſpis'd. 


Endlefs 
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Endleſs the taſk to point the various ways, 
How each wrong-head its diff rent gifts diſplays ; 
How poverty in boaſts its wants wou'd hide, 
And meanneſs ſhews itſelf in aukward pride; 
How knaves are cunning at their own expence, 
And coxcombs fancy forwardneſs is ſenſe. 
Vain is th' attemptto be what heaven denies, 
As vain the art that weakneſs to diſguiſe. 
Prudence alone can teach the uſeful {kill, 
T'improve the good, and to correct the ill. 
True wiſdom lies in practice more than rules, 
For what are maxims when apply'd to fools? 
Of wit and folly reaſon all you can, 

Who acts moſt wiſely is the wiſeſt man. 


Each ſtate of life has its peculiar view, 
Alike in each there is a falſe and true: 
This point to fix is reafon's uſe and end, 
On this ſucceſs all other muſt depend; 
But in this point no error can be ſmall, 
To deviate-e'er ſo little, ruins all. 


The mark once miſs'd however near your aim, 5 
Miſs'd by an inch or furlong, 'tis the ſame: 
Who ſets our wrong is more than half undone, 
Error has many ways and truth but one. 


Wrong 
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Wrong eſtimates wrong conduct muſt produce, 
They loſe the bleſſing that miſtake its uſe : 

Who value wealth or pow'r but more orleſs 

As that can riot, or as this oppreſs ; 

What ſay they elſe, but that they both are given 
To execute the wrath of angry heaven, 


Fools, ever vain, at ſome diſtinction aim, 
And fancy madneſs is the way to fame: 
No matter how the deathleſs name's acquir'd, 
By countries ravag'd, or a ® temple fir d: 
Alike tranſmitted down to latter times, 
A Trajan's virtues, and a Nero's crimes. 
Means are indiff rent to the ends obtain'd, 
Richard + was guilty, but what then? he reign'd, 
Wou'd you be good and great, the hope is vain, 
The bus'neſs is not to deſerve, but gain: 
Fortune is fickle, and but ſhort her ſtay, 
He comes too late that takes the fartheſt way. 


M bo 


2 Froſtratus, a very obſcure man, ſet fire to the temple of 
Diana at Epheſus, in order to immortalize his name, and has 
ſucceeded in it, in ſpite of all endeavours to the contrary» 


+ Richard the uſurper. 
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. Is this, Oh grandeur! then thy envy'd ſtate, 
x To raiſe men's wonder and-provoke their hate ? 
| By crimes procur'd, and then in fear enjoy'd, 
By mobs applauded, and by mobs deſtroy'd. 
Say, mighty cunning, which deſerve the prize, 
The courtier's promiſes or trader's lies? 
Some ſhort-liv'd profit, all the pains rewards 
Of bankrupt dealers, and of perjur'd lords. 
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Honeſt alike, you own, but wiſer far, 
The knave upon the bench than at the bar. 
] Where lies the diff rence ? only in degree, 

q . And higher rank is greater infamy. 
| Poor rogues in chains but dangle to the wind, 
Whilſt rich ones live the terror of mankind. 


Pomp, pow'r and riches, all mere trifles are, 
When purchas'd. by the loſs of character: 
Chance may the wiſe betray, the brave defeat, 
But they correct, or are above their fate. 

Credit once loſt can never be retriev'd, 
How few will truſt the man who once deceiv'd ? 
Craft, like the mole, works only under ground, 
Is loſt in day- light, and deſtroy' d when found. 


Notions 
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Notions miſtaken, reas'nings ill apply d. 
And ſophiſms that conclude on either ſide; 
Alike th' unwary, and the weak miſlead, 

Who judge of men and things, as they ſucceed: 
Did-® rivals fall by Borgia's vile deceit” 

A + Machiavel will call a Borgia great: 

The lucky cheat proclaims the villain wiſe, 
And fraud and murder are but policies. 

The ſame deſpair which made good Cato die, 
To Czfar gave his laſt great * victory. 

Had right decided, and not fate, the cauſe, 
Rome had preſerv'd her Cato, and her Laws. 
Fortune ſets off the bad, as tawdry dreſs, 
Shews but the more the wearer's homelineſs. 
So mad Caligula's + vain triumph tells, 

That all his conqueſt are but cockle ſhe'ls. 
True merit ſhines in native ſplendor bright, 
Whilſt falſe but glares a while, and hurts the fight: 
As midnight vapours caſt a glimm'ring blaze, 
And to the darkneſs owe their feeble rays. 


M 2 The 


® The Vitelli and Orfini baſely betray'd and murder'd 
| by order of the duke of Valentinois 

+ II Princip. cap. vii. 

The battle of Munda agtinſt Pompey's ſon. 
3 + Caligula drew up his army in battle array on the coſt, 
Otions and then order'd them to gather ſhells, for which great ex- 
ploit he return'd to Rome in triumph. See Suetonius. 
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The wiſe + Egyptians when their monarch dy'd, 
By truih's ſure ſtandard all his actions try'd. 
When no falſe luſtre, wealth, or pow'r appears 


© To biaſs judgment by its hopes or fears 


Then conqu'ring chiefs, profuſe of ſubje&s blood, 
And lazy dotards, indolently good; 

That truſts their people to a fav'rite's care, 
Whoſe paceful rapines coſt them more than war, 
By injur'd thouſands wrongs are doom'd to be 
Perpetual marks of ſcorn and infamy. | 


Fortune with fools, and wit with knaves you find, 
;Tis ſocial virtue ſhews the noble mind. 
Above low wiſdom, cunning's mean pretence, 
There is no counterfeiting excellence : 

The artful head may act the honeſt part, 
But all true honour riſes from the heart. 


Which ſerv'd his country beſt, let ſtory ſhew, 
A guilty Clodious, or good Cicero? 
Faults are in all; but here the diff'rence lies, 
— had vices, Tully vanities. Who 


I See Diodorus Siculus in the firſt book, 


find, 


Vs 


Vho 
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Who loves mankind by ſocial duty taught, 


Will never think their good too dearly bought. 
What tho' he ſacrifice the vain deſire 


Of ſome gay baubles, which the world admire 2 
Deſpiſing riches and abhorring pow'r, 

When blaſted with the name of plunderer. 

Still he may taſte life's greateſt good, content, 
For who ſo happy as the innocent? 


Jugurtha “ murder'd, brib'd and fought his way 
From ſubject tation to imperial ſway ; | 
But inſecure midſt all his guilty ſtate, 

The man was wretched, tho' the monarch great; 
Like Cromwell daring in the doubtful fight, 
But + pale and trembling in the dead of night. 


Paſſion is lawleſs, headſtrong youth is mad. 
But nature varies not in good and bad. 


M 3 From 


® King of Numidia, famous for his wars with the Romans; 


remarkable for his bravery and his crimes. 
+ Sall; Bell. Jugur. Neque pꝛſt id lcorum Fugurthe dies ant 


nox ulla quieta fuit: Neque leco, neque mortali cuipiam aut tempori 


ſatis credere: — Alio atque alis loco ſæpe contra decus regium notta - 


Clarendon hiſt. rebell. of Cromwell he ſays, He was not 


eaſy of acceſs, nor ſo much as ſeen abroad, and ſeem'd to be 


in ſome diſorder when his eyes found any ſtranger in the 
room, &c. rarely lodg'd two nights in one chamber, &c. 
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F rom the ſame cauſes ſame effects muſt flow, 
Truth is but what it was an age ago: 


Modes may be chang'd but truths are ſtubborn things, 
They court not fav'rites, nor will fatter, kings. 


Rome had her Cæſer, and our Cromwell we, 
Alike in fortune, pow'r and infamy ; 
And ſhould new Cæſars and new Cromwell riſe, 
They could but act the ſame dull tragedies : 
Foes to mankind, themſelves, and virtue's rules, 
Whilſt living heroes and when dead but fools. 


Fools, not to know the glory they purſue, 
To honeſt bravery alone, is due: 
Not he who ſtretches his unjuſt command, 
And rudely triumphs o'er his native land ; 
But he whoſe valour ſaves a ſinking ſtate, 
In future annals ſhall be call'd the Great. 


View well this world, and own the dear-bought 
That happineſs is but the dream of youth : [truth, 
State of perfection, not for man deſign'd, 
Howe'er the fond idea fills his mind; 
Itſelf an evil, whilſt to good it tends, 
But in a round of diſappointments ends, 


©. 
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Man's ſtate in life's uncertain, mixt at beſt, 
Conduct ſome little does, but fate the reſt: 
Fantaſtic fate! to merit ever blind, 

Whilſt laviſh to the worſt of all mankind, 


Judge then by outward things, you're ſure to err, 


And inward lie remote, few look ſo far. 


Appearances till guide, and ftill deceive, 
For giddy crowds muſt wonder and believe. 


Who ſees gay Codrus loll in gilt machine, 
Grand his attendance, and ſelf-pleas'd his mien: 
Can he imagine all theſe trappings hide 


| A wretch made up of folly, guilt and pride? 


Greedy to get, as he's profuſe to ſpend, 
Stiff when attended, ſervile to attend; 
Good but by accident, by habit bad, 

In reas' ning ſpecious, and in acting mad. 


Princes we blame for benefits miſplac'd, 
Some ill man rais'd, perhaps ſome good diſgrac'd : 
Cruel their lot! whom numbers join to blind, 
How hard, midſt labyrinths the way to find! 
For fortune's ſons we ſee, without ſurprize, 
Thrive by miſmanagements, by blunders riſe : 
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Events, 
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Events, like atoms, jumbling in a dance, 
Create theſe. wonders like a world, by chance. 


Search time's records, compare the old and new, 
Set diſtant ages in one point of view ; 
Still the ſame proſpects under diffrent dates, 
All dark decrees of over-ruling fates : 
Madneſs ſucceeds, where cautious wiſdom fails, 
And ſtory's ſelf. more ſtrange than fairy's tales: 
Reaſon but ſeeks the hidden clue in vain, 
Loft and bewilder'd in the entangled ſcene. 


Where then the wonder, if ſucceeding times 
Still vary only in the kinds of crimes ? 
Ages of iron, filver, gold, or lead, 
What are they but the emblems of the dead ? 
The ſame low ends, by diff rent means obtain'd, 
As fury, avarice, or folly reign'd. 


In vain grave moraliſts, with ſpecious ſkill, 
Nicely diſtinguiſh actions good and ill. 
The world is led by much more eaſy rules, 
Succeſs determines who are wiſe or fools. 
Cauſes lie hid, but their effects appear, 
Few men can judge, but all can fee and hear. 


W. 
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Each age muſt truckle to the reigning modes, 
And worſhip devils, when they've made their gods; 
Call rapine induſtry, diſtraction ſenſe, 
And ftupid ſquandering, magnificence : 
No folly, crime, or whim too wild to be 
Admir'd, when dreſt in faſhion's livery. 


See the ſame notions variouſly receiv'd, 


Legends, impoſtures, every thing believ'd ; 


See prieſts and tyrants full obedience find, 

And ſacred gibberiſh enſlave mankind. 

View next, with wonder, an extreme as odd, 
Who knelt to carv'd work, now denies a God. 
Wretches from chains and bondage juſt ſet free, 
Preſumptuous ! know no bounds of liberty. 


Wicked or pious in a frantic way, 


Mad, they blaſpheme, or ſuperſtitious, pray. 


By chance we live and act. now right, now wrong, 
Both in exceſs, and therefore neither long : | 
Virtues too rigid, ſoften by degrees, 

Refine themſelves at firſt to policies : 

When once declining, ſwiftly downwards tend, 

And then in guilt and proſtitutions end. 

Follies, tho? oppoſite, yet ſtill combine, 

And jointly carry on heav'n's great deſign, 
| | Change 


** 


| 
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Changes of manners change of empire cauſe, 
States fink by licence, as they roſe by laws. 
Thus human things their Rated circles run, 
Who flouriſh one age are the next undone. 


Virtue alone, unchangeable and wiſe; 
Secure, above the reach of fortune lies: 
Tho? doom'd to meanneſs, poverty or ſcorn ; 
Whilſt fools and tyrants are to empire born: 
Bleſt in an humble, but a peaceful ſtate, 

She feels no envy, and ſhe fears no hate: 
With ftoick calmneſs views life's empty round, 
Where good is ſparing ſown, but ills abound, 
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INSCRIPTIONS. 


AH EDITHA 
MATRVM OPTVMA 
MVLIERVM AMANTISSIMA 
„ 


Over the Entrance of the Grotto, or Subterraneous 
Way, is this Inſcription; 


SECRETVMITER 
TT FALLENEGER 
SEMITAVITAE. 


FEE 


Mr. POP Es INSCRIPTIONS 
Attempted in Eg lige. 
Round the OB E LIS K. 


EDIT RAI Beſt of mothers ; let this tell 
My Grief; maſt loving of thy Sex, Farewell. 


Orer he G RO TT o. 
Alike deceiving is This Secret Way 


With That wherein bewilder'd Martals ray. 
Threg 
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Rumpatur, quiſquis rumpitur invidia. MART, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


TT may be neceflary to acquaint the 
reader, that this play is printed exact - 
ly as it is acted, 


I muſt farther own the aſſiſtance I have 
receiv'd in this piece from two of my 
friends; who, tho' they will not allow me 
the honour of having their names join'd 
with mine, cannot deprive me of the plea- 
ſure of making this acknowledgment. 


Joun Gay. 


N 2 PRO- 


Sb leplepebebeſeſ> 
PROLOGUE. 


1 1 Spoke by Mr. WII XC. 


Uthors are judg'd by ſirange capricious rules, 
The great ones are thought mad, the ſmall ones fools. 
Yet fure the bef are moſt ſeverely fated, 

For fools are only laugh'd at, wits are hated, 
 Blockheads awwith reaſon, men of ſenſe abhor; 

But fool gainſt fool is barb'rous civil war. 

Why on all authors then ſhould critics fall f 

Since ſome have writ, and ſhewn no wit at all. 
Condemn a play of theirs, and they evade it, 

Cry, damn not us, but damn the French that made it; 
Zy running goods, theſe graceleſs ouulers gain, 
Theirs are the rules of France, the plots of Spain : 
But wit, like wine, from happier climates brought, 
Daſh'd by theſe rogues, turns Engliſh common draught : 
They pall Meliere's and Lopez ſprightly firain, 

Aud teach aull Harlequins to grin in vain. 

How ſpall our author hope a gentle fate, 

Who dares moſt impudentiy — not tranſlate. 

Tt had been civil in theſe tickliſh times, 

To fetch his fools and knaves from foreign climes ; 
Spani- 


ols. 


2. 


PROLOGUE. 


Spaniards and French abuſe to the world's, end 
But ſpare old England, left you hurt a friend. 


Tf any fool is by your ſatire bit, 


Let him hiſs loud, to ſhow you all. He's * 
Poets make characters -as ſaleſmen cloaths, 


We take no meaſure of your fops and beaus. 


But here all ſizes and all ſhapes ye meet, 
And fit yourſelves == like chaps in Monmouth-ftreet, 
Gallants look here, this * ' fool's cap has an air 


Goodly and ſmart, with cars of 1ſachar, 
Let no one fool engroſ5 it, or confine : 

A common bleſſing 1 now "tis yours, noa mine. 
But poets in all ages, had the Care | 
To keep this cap, for ſuch as will, to avear ; 
Our author has it now, for ev'ry wit 

Of courſe reſignd it to the next that writ : 
And thus upon the flage tis fairly + thrown, 
Let him that takes it, wear it for his own, 


* Shews a cap With ears. | 
+ Flings down the cap and Exits 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


& 


MEN. 
Fos s 11 2, Mr. Johnſon. 
Poss uu, Doctors. Mr. Corey. 
NA Urirte | Mr. Cro/s. 
PTIS Ax, Apothecary. Mr. Vright. 
PLOTW ZII, Mr. Cibber. 


Mr. Penſdtetbmuan. 
Mr. Bowman. 


UnDEeRPLOT, 
Sir TREMENDOUS, 


Firſt PLAYER, Mr, Diggs. 
Second PLAYE R, Mr. Watfor. 
SAILOR. | Mr Bicker/taf. 


Footmen, Servants, c. 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. TOWN I E r, Mrs. Oldfeld. 
Mrs. PHotBeEg CLIX XET, Mrs Bicknet. 
SARSNE T, Mrs. Garnet. 
Pry r. Miſs Willis. 


T bree 
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„ COMEDY. 


_—— — 
———— — 


A C:iF--1: 


Enter Foss 1L E, leading TowwLE v. 


WF Fofe Elcome, my bride, into the habitation of | 
zet. F | thy huſband. The ſcruples of the par- 

F. on 3 ” 
his Town. And the fatigue of the ceremony 


Fofſ. Are at laſt well over. 

Tawn. Theſe blank licences are wonderful com- 
modious.— The clergy have a noble command, in 
being rangers of the park of matrimony ; produce but 
a warrant, and they deliver a lady into your poſſeſſi- 
on: but I have no quarrel with them, ſince they have 

put me into ſo good hands. Feed 
Fofſ.. I now proclaim a ſolemn ſuſpenſion of arms 
| between medicine and diſeaſes. Let diſtempers ſuſpend 
their malignant influence, and powders; pills, and 
potions their operations. Be this day ſacred 9 
ve. 
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love. I had rather hold this hand of thine, than a 
duteheſs by the pulſe. 5 

Town. And I this, than a hand of matadores, 

Faß. Who knows but your relations may diſpute 
my title to your perſon? come, my dear, the ſeal of 
the matrimonial bond is conſummation. 

Town, Alas! what will become of me! 

Foy, Why are thy eyes fix d on the ground? why 
ſo ſlow ? and why this trembling ? 

Toon. Ah! lieedleſs creature that I was, to quit 
all my relations, and truſt myſelf alone in the hands 
of a ſtrange man, 

Fe. Courage, thou beſt of my curiofities. Know 
that in huſband, is comprehended all relations; in 
me thou ſeeſt a fond father. 
Town. - Old enough o' my conſcience. - DLAlide. 
Fe. . You may, you muſt truſt yourſelf with me. 
Town. Do with me as you pleaſe: Yet ſure you 
cannot ſo ſoon forget the office of the church. Mar- 
riage is not to be undertaken wantonly, like brute 
beaſts. If you will tranſgreſs, the iſin be upon your 
own head, | | | | 
Fo. Great indeed is thy virtue, and laudable is 
thy modeſty. Thou art a virgin, and I a philoſo- 
pher ; but learn, that no animal action, guatenus ani- 
mal, is unbecoming of either of us, But hold! 
Where am I going? Prithee, my dear, of what age 
art thou ? | | 8 
Town. Almoſt three and twenty. 
Fojj. And I almoſt at my grand climacterick. 

What occaſion have I for a double-night at theſe 
years? She may be an Alcmena, but alas! I am no 
thunderer. | IAlae 

Toon. You ſeem ſomewhat diſturb'd ; I hope you 
are well, Mr. Foſſile. . | 

Fe. What buſineſs have I in the bed-chamber, 
when the ſymptoms of age are upon me? Yet hold, 
this is the famous corroborative of Crollius; in this 
vial are included ſons and daughters. Oh, for a 


draught of the agua magnanimitatis for a w_ ! 
| by 
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fifty drops of /iguid laudanum for her doſe would but 
juſt put us upon a par. Laudanum would ſettle the 


preſent ataxy of her animal ſpirits, and prevent her 
being too watchful, [ afide 


Enter a Servant. 
Sery. Sir, your piſtachoe-porridge is ready. 


[ul. 
Fofſ. Now I think of it, my dear; Venus, which 


is in the firſt degree of Capricorn, does not culmi- 


nate till ten ; an hour if aſtrology is not fallible, 
ſucceſsful in generation. | 

Town. I am all obedience. Sir. 

Fog. How ſhall J reward thee for ſo much Good- 
neſs? let our wedding as yet be a ſecret in the 
family. In the mean time I'll introduce my niece 
Phoebe Clinket to your acquaintance: but alas, 
the poor girl has a procidence of the pineal gland,. 
which has occaſioned a rupture in her underſtanding. 
I took her into my houſe to regulate my oecono- 
my; but inſtead of puddings, ſhe makes paſtorals; 
or when ſhe ſhould be raiſing paſte, is raiſing ſome 
ghoſt in a new tragedy. In ſhort, my houſe is haun- 
ted by all the underling players, broken bookſellers, 
half-voic'd ſinging- maſters, and diſabled dancing- 
maſters in town. In a former will 1 had left her 
my eftate ; but I now reſolve that heirs of my own. 
begetting ſhall inherit. Yonder ſhe comes in her 
uſual occupation, Let us mark her a while. 


Enter Clinket and her maid bearing a writing-deſs on 


her back. Clinket writing, her head dreſs flain'd 
with ink, and pens fluck in her hair. 


Maid. I had as good carry a raree-ſhow about 
the ſtreets. Oh! how my back akes! | 
Clint. What are the labours of the back to thoſe 


of the brain? thou ſcandal. to the muſes, I have 


now: 
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The raging ſeas o'er the tall woods have broke, 
Now perch, thou whale, upon the ſturdy oak. 
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now loſt a thought. worth a folio, by thy imper- 
tinance. 

Maid. Have not I got a crick in my back al- 
ready, that will make me good for nothing, with 
lifting your ou books ? 

Clink. Folio's, call them, and not great books, 
thou monſter of impropriety : But have patience, and 


Iwill remember the three gallery-tickets I promis'd 


thee at my new tragedy. 

Maid. I ſhall never get my head-cloaths clear- 
ſtarch'd at this rate. 
Clint. Thou deſtroyer of learning, thou worſe 
than a book-worm ; thou haſt put me beyord all pa- 
tience. Remember how my lyrick ode bound about 
a tallow-candle; thy wrapping up ſnuff in an epigram ; 
nay, the unworthy uſage of my hymn to Apollo, fil- 
= creature! read me the laſt lines I writ upon the 
deluge, and take care to pronounce them as I taught 


vou. 5 


Maid. Swell'd with a dropſy, ſickly nature lies, 
And melting in a diabetes, dies. 
[Reads wwith an affected tone. 


Flink. Still without cadence! 


Maid. Swell'd with a dropſy — 
Cl/ink. Hold. I conceive 
The roaring ſeas o'er the tall woods have broke, 


And whales now perch upon the ſturdy oak. 
Roaring ? ſtay. Rumbling, roaring, , ruſtling, no; 


raging ſeas. [Writing. 


Sturdy oak? no;. ſteady, ſtrong ſtrapping ſtiff. 
Stiff? no, ſtiff is too fort. 1 


Foss 1L E and TowyrE x come forward. 


What feaſt for fiſh! Oh too luxurious treat! 


When hungry dolphins feed on butchers meat. 
Faß. Niece, why niece, niece! oh, Melpomene, 
thou godddeſs of tragedy, ſuipend thy influence for a 
| | moment 


ne, 
T 4 
ent 
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moment, and ſuffer my niece to give me a rational 


anſwer. This lady is a friend of mine; her preſent 
circumſtances oblige her to take ſanctuary in my 


houſe; treat her with the utmoſt civility. Let the 


tea-table be made ready. 


Clint. Madam, excuſe this abſence of mind; my 
animal ſpirits had deſerted the avenues of my ſenſes, 
and retired to the receſſes-of the brain, to contem- 
plate a beautiful idea. TI could not force the vagrant 
creatures back again into their poſts, to move thoſe 


parts of the body that expreſs civility. 


Town. A rare affected creature this! if I miſtake 


oy flattery will make her an uſeful tool for my pur- 


| C121 1122 0 08. 
[ZExeunt Townley, Clinket, and Maid. 
Faß. Her jewels, her ſtrong box, and all her 


things left behind! if her uncle ſhould diſcover her 
marriage, he may lay an embargo upon her goods. 


— II ſend for them. 
Enter a boy with a letter. 


Boy. This is the ho-ho-houſe. 

Fofſ, Child, whom doſt thou want ? 
Bey. Miſtreſs Townley's ma-ma-maid, 
Fo. What is your buſineſs ? 

Boy. Al-lletter. 


Fe. Who ſent this letter? 


Bey. O- o- one. 


Fog. Give it me, child. An honeſt boy. Give 
it me, and III deliver it myſelf, A very honeſt 
boy. FE EP 

= So. [ Exit boy. 


FoſjJ. There are now no more ſecrets between us. 
Man and wife are one. 


0 Madam, 
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Madam, either I miſtake the encouragement I 
have had, or Lam to be happy to-night, I 
© hope the ſame perſon; will compleat her good 
© offices: I ſtand to articles. The ring is a 
fine one; and [I ſhall have the pleaſure of put- 
ting it on the firſt tim. = 


This from your impatient, R. P. 


In the name of Beelzebub, what is this? encou- 
ragement ! happy to-night! ſame perſon ! good offi- 
ces! whom haſt thou married, poor Foſſile? couldſt 
thou not ſtill divert thyſelf with the ſpoils of quarries 
and coal - pits, thy ſerpents and thy ſalamanders, but 
thou muſt-have a living monſter too! *{death ! what 
a jeſt ſhall I be to our club! is there no rope among 
my curioſities ? ſhall I turn. her out of doors, and 
proclaim my infamy ; or lock her up and bear my 
misfortunes? lock her up! impoſſible. One may 
ſhut up volatile ſpirits, pen up the air, confine bears, 
lyons and tygers, nay, keep even your gold: but a 
wanton wife, who can keep? 


Enter TowxrIv. 


Town, Mrs. Clinket's play is to be read this mor- 
ning at the tea-table : will you come and divert your- 
ſelf, Sir? 

Faß. No: I want to be alone. | 

Town. I hope my company is not troubleſome al- 
ready. I am as yet a bride; not a wife. [gt.] 
What means this ſudden change? [A/ide.] Conſider, 
Mr. Foflile, you want your natural reſt: the bed 
would refreſh you. Let me fit by you. 

Faß. My head akes, and the bed always makes it 
worſe. | | 
Town, Is it hereabouts? [rubbing his temples. 
Fo. Too ſure. [Turns from her. 
Town. Why ſofretful, Mr. Foſlile ? 1 

| * 
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Fo. No, I'll diſſemble my paſſion, and pump 


her. [Aſide.] Exceſs of joy, my dear, for my good 


fortune overcomes me. I am ſomewhat vertiginous, 
]- can hardly ſtand. + OD - 4 
Town. I hope. I was erdain'd for thy ſupport. 
Fa. My diſorder now begins. to diſſipate: it was 
only a little flatulency, occaſion d by ſomething; hard 
of digeſtion. But pray, my dear, did your uncle 


ſhut you up ſo cloſe from the converſation of man- 


kind ? | 
Town. Sarſnet and Shock were my only. Com- 

any. i 4 25 3 

: Fe. A very prudent young woman this Sarſnet; 


ſhe was undoubtedly a good and faithful friend in 
your. ſolitude. a | z S007 Os +133; 
Town. When it was her intereſt ; but I made no 
intimacies with my chamber-maid; | | 
Fofſ. But was there no lover offer'd his ſervice to 
a lady in diſtreſs. 5 a | | 
Town. Tongue, be upon thy guard: theſe queſti- 
ons mult be deſign d to trap me. {| 4/ide.} A woman 
of my condition can't well eſcape importunit 7. 
Fe. What was the name of that diſagreeable fel- 
low, who, you told me, teaz'd you ſo ? 
Town. His name? I think he had a thouſand 
names. In one letter he was Myrtillo, in another 
Corydon, Alexis, and I don't know what. 


* 


Enter TaRsxET in haſte to her miſtreſs : He runs and 
_ embraces her with great earneſtneſs. 


Fo. Dear Mrs. Sarſnet, how am I oblig'd to thee 
for thy ſervices: thou haſt made me happy beyond 
expreſſion. I ſhall find another letter upon 


her. |  [Afeae: 
[He gets his hand into Sarjnet's pocket, as 
fearching far a letter. | 
D bene ver Sarſnet goes to Wwhiſder her mi- 
ſireſi, he gets between them. 


O | Enter 
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- * | Enter Prisan. n 


Pti/. Mrs. Colloquintida complains ſtill of a de - 
jection of appetiteiz ſhe ſays that the genevre is too 
Faß. Oi her a quieting draught ; but let us not 
interrupt of her. Good Mr. Ptiſan, we are up- 

— r. 
| > wt Fo//ile pets betaveen Sarſnet and Toaunley. 
C8" og Prif. Jil edlen ſpitting is — ſuppreſs'd. 1 

Fo. Give him a quieting draught. Come to 
morrow, Mr, Ptiſan; I can ſee no body till then. 

: Prif. Lady Varniſh finds no benefit of the wa- 
ters; for the pimple on the tip of her noſe ſtill con- 
tinues. | 

Fo. Give her a quieting draught. 7 
Pa, Mrs Prudentia's tympany grows bigger and 
_ "What, no pearl cordial ! muſt I quiet them 
all? 
Fa. Give them all quieting draughts, I ſay, or 
bliſter them all, as you pleaſe. Your ſervant Mr. 
Ptiſan. 1 | 
Ptiſ. But then lady Giddy's vapours. She calls 
her chamber-maids nymphs; for ſhe fancies herſelf 
Diana, and her huſband Acteon. 

Foff. I can attend no patient till to morrow. Give 

her a quieting draught, I ſay. 

{Whenever Foſjile goes to conduct Ptiſan to the 
door, Sarſnet and Townley attempt to aobiſper; 
Foffile gets between them, and Ptiſan takes 
that opportunity of coming back. 5 

Ptiſ. Then, fir, there is miſs Chitty of the board- 

ing-ſchool has taken in no natural ſuſtenance for 

this week, but a halfpeny worth of charcoal, and 
one of her mittens. „ 

Fag. Sarſnet, do you wait on Mr Ptiſan to the 

door. To morrow let my patients know I'll viſit 

round. 8 IA knocking at the door. 


Pii/. 


— 


ares MARRIAGE. 10 


Ptiſ. Oh, fir; here is a ſervant of the counteſs . 
of Hippokekcana. The emetick has over-wrought 
and ſhe is in convulſions. 

Fo,” This is unfortunate. '' Then I muſt go. Mr. 
Ptiſan. my dear, has ſome ' buſineſs with me in 
private. Retire into my cloſet a moment, and di- 
vert yourſelf with 'the Pictures. There lies your 


way, madam. \ 90 Sar fnet. 


[Exit Townley at one door arſnet at 


' the other. 


| Mr. Ptiſan, pray, do 22 run befor od tell — 


am juſt coming. [Exit Pitſan. 
All my diſtreſſes come on the neck of one another. 
Should this fellow get to my. bride before I have 
bedded her, in a collection of cuckolds, what a ra- 
rity ſhould I make! what ſhall I do? I'll lock her 
up. Lock up my bride? my pace and my honour 
demand it, and it ſhall be ſo. 12 the door. ] 
JN Thomas ! 


Enter footman. 


I dream't laft night I was cobb'd. The town is 


over-run with rogues. Who knows but the raſ- 
cal that ſent the letter may be now in the houſe? 
Alide.] Look up the chimney, ſearch all the dark 
cloſets, the coal-hole, the flower-pots, and forget 
not the empty butt in the cellar, Keep a ſtrict 
watch at the door, and let no body in till my re- 
turn, 
[Exit footmane. A moiſe at the cloſet-door. 

(within.) Who's there? — I'm lock'd ith 
Murder! fire! 

Fofſ. Dear madam, I beg your pardon. 


| [Unhocks the door. Enter Townuzr.] 
'Tis well you call'd. I am ſo apt to lock this 


door; an action meerly mechanical, not ſpon- 
taneous. 


Os 8 Town, 
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- Town. Your conduct, Mr. Foſſile, for this quar- 
ter of an hour has been ſomewhat myſterious. It 
has ſuggeſted to me what I almoſt bluſh to name; 
your? locking me up, confirms this ſuſpiciqn. Pray 
ſpeak plainly, wank 1! has cauſed this alteration 2: 

1 Faſile ſhes her the ; #5 
Is this all ? {Gives him the letter back. 
Fioſſe (reads) Sicher I miſtake the encouragement 
L have had. What encouragement ? 

Town. From my uncle, —— if I muſt be your 
interpreter. 

Faß. Or I am to be happy to. night. SY 

Tegur. To be married. If there La be hap- 
| pineſs in that ſtate. | 

Fog. 1 hope the ſame perſon. | 

Town. Parſon. Only a word wit pelld. — 

Here's jealouſy for you! 

Fofſ. Will compleat her good : offices. A ge. 
parſon, I fiind ! 

Town. He is a Welſhman, And the Welſh al- 
ways ſay her inſtead of his. 

Fo. J ſtand to articles. 

Town. Of jointure. 

Faß The ring is a fine * 2 I ſhall have the 
pleaſure of putting it on my ſelf. 

Town. Who ſhould put on the wedding-ring but 
the bridegroom. 

F os. 1 beſeech thee, pardon thy dear huſband, 
Love and jealouſy are often companions, and ex- 
ceſs of both had quite obnubilated the eyes of my 
underſtanding. . - 

Town. Rarbarous man! F caulk forgive thee, if 
thou hadſt poiſon'd my father, debauch'd my lifter, 
kill'd my lap. dog; but to murder my reputation! 

[Vece 

Fofſ. Nay, I beſeech thee, forgive me. [ Kneels. 

Town, I do: but upon condition your jealous 
Ht never returns. To a jealous man a whifper is evi- 
.dence, and a dream demonſtration. A civil letter 


makes 
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makes him thoughtful, an innocent viſit mad. I 


ſhall try you, Mr. Foſſile; for don't think I'll be de- 


ny'd company. | | 

Foſ. Nay, prithee, my dear; I own T have a- 
buſed thee. But left my marriage, and this ſimple 
ſtory ſhould take air in the neighbourhood, to mor- 
row we will retire into the country together, till the 
ſecret is blown over. I am call'd to a patient. In 
leſs than half an hour I'll be with you again, my 


dear. [Exit Foſjile. 


Town, Plotwell's letter had like to have rain'd 
me. Twas a neglect in me, not to intruſt him with 
the ſecret of my marriage. A jealous bridegroom ! 
every poiſon has its antidote; as credulity is the 
cauſe, ſo it ſhall be the cure of his jealouſy. To 


morrow I muſt be ſpirited away into the country; I'll 
immediately let Plotwell know of my diſtreſs : and 


this little time with opportunity, even on his wed- 
ding-day, ſhall finiſh him a compleat huſband. In- 


trigue aſſiſt me! and Þ'Il act a revenge that might 
have been worthy the moſt celebrated wife in Boc- 


Cace. 


Enter PLOTWELL and CLINKET. 


Hah ! Plotwell ! which way got he hither ? I muſt 


caution him to be upon his guard. 


Plot. Madam, I am agreeably ſurpriz d to find 


you here. 


Town. Me, Sir? you are certainly miſtaken, for 


don't remember I ever ſaw you before. 


Plot. Madam, I beg your pardon. How like a 


truth ſounds a lye from the tongue of a fine woman. 
ft | [Aſide. 
Clink. This, Madam, is Mr. Plotwell; a Gen- 
tleman who is ſo infinitely obliging, as to introduce 


my play on the theatre, by fathering the unworthy 


iſſue of my muſe, at the reading it this morning. 


Plot. I ſhould be proud, madam, to be a real fa- , 


ther to any of your productions. 
vet O3 


3 Clink. 


150 TRR HOURS. 
Chak Mighty — Ha, ha, ha. You know, 
oth a 


Mr. Plotwell, that parrot and a player can ut- 
ter human ſounds, but we allow neither of them to be 
g judge of wit. Yet fome of thoſe people have had 
the aſſurance to deny almoſt all my performances the 
privilege of being ated. Ah! what a Goit de tra- 
vers rules the underſtanding of the illiterate ! 
Plot. There are ſome, madam, that nauſeate the 
ſmell of aroſe. F [1 get 


[Whenever Plotevell and Townley endeavour 10 
tall, hhe interrupts them. 


Clint. If this piece be not rais'd to the ſublime, 
let me henceforth be ſtigmatiz'd as. a reptile in the 
duſt of mediocrity, I am perſuaded, Sir, your a- 
dopted child will de you no diſhonour. | 
Toon. Pray, madam, what is the ſubje& ? 

Clink. Oh! beyond every thing. So adapted for 
tragical machines! ſo proper to excite the paſſions ! 
not in the Kaſt encumber'd with epiſodes! the vray- 
ſemblance and the miraculous are linkt together with 
fuch propriety. | 

Town, But the ſubject, madam? _. 

Clink. The univerſal Deluge, I choſe that of 
Deucalion and Pyrrha, becauſe neither our ſtage nor 
actors are hallow'd enough for ſacred ſtary. 

Plot. But, madam [To Townley. 

Clink. What juſt occaſion for noble deſcription ! 
theſe players are exceeding dilatory. h 
In the mean time, Sir, ſhall I be oblig'd to you 
and this lady for the rehearſal of a ſcene that I have 
been juſt touching up with ſome lively ſtrokes. 

Town. I dare aſſure you, madam, it will be a 
pleaſure to us both. I'll take this occaſion to inform 
you of my preſent circumſtances, 


| [To Plotavell. 
Clink. Imagine Deucalion and Pyrrha in their 
boat. 'They paſs by a promontory, where ftands 


prince Hæmon a former lover of Pyrrah's, ready — 
| | c 


no.. 
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be fwallowed up by the devouring flood. She preſſes 
her huſband to take him into the boat. Your part, 
Sir, is Hzmon; the lady perſonates Pyrrha ;. and I 


repreſent Deucalion. To you, Sir. 
[Gives Plotawell the manuſcript. 


Plot. What ho, there ſculler.! [reads. 
Town. Hzmon ! | 
Plot. es, tis Hæmon! 


Town. Thou ſeeſt me now ſail'd from my former. 
lodgings, 
Beneath a huſband's ark ; yet fain I would reward 
Thy proffer'd love. But Hæmon, ah, I fear 
To morrow's eve will hide me in the country. 
Clink, Not a. ſy!lable in the part! wrong, all 
wrong ! 


Plot. Through all the town, with diligent enqui · 


ries, | 

I ſought my Pyrrha | 

Clink, Beyond all patience the part, Sir, lies 
before you; you are never to perplex the drama with. 
ſpeeches extempore. | 

Plot. Madam, tis what the top players often do. 

Town, Though love denies, compaſſion bids me 
fave thee. | . DPlotauell kiffes ker. 

Clink, Fye, Mr. Plotwell; this is againſt all the 
decorum of the ſtage; Iwill no more allow the li- 
bertiniſm of lip-embraces than the barbarity of kil- 
ling on the ſtage ; your beſt tragedians, like the ladies 
of quality in a viſit, never turn beyond the back- part 
of the cheek to a ſalute, as thus Mr. Plotwell. 

_ > Nes Plotavell. 
a Plot. 1 don't find in Ariſtotle any precept againſt 

iſling. | 

Cual. Yet I would not ſtand upon the brink of 
an indecorum. 1 | 

Plot. True, madam, the finiſhing. ſtroke of love 
and revenge ſhould never ſhock the eyes of an audi- 
ence. But 1 look upon a kiſs in a comedy to be upon 
a par with a box on the ear in a tragedy, which is fre- 
quently given and tak en by your beſt authors. 2 

Nel. 
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Ciink, Mighty juſt! for a lady can no more put 
up a kiſs than a gentleman a box on the ear. 
Take my muſe, Sir, into your protection [Gives him 
her play] the players I fee are here. Your perſonat- 
ing the author will infallibly introduce my play on 
the ſtage, and ſpite of their prejudice, make the the- 
atre ring with applauſe, and teach even that.injudici- 
ous Canaille to know their Own intereſt, + - 
5 | Fan | Exit. 
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Exit. 
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PLoTWELL, TownLltey, CII XET, with Sir 
TREMENDOUS and two Players, diſcovered ſeated 
round a Table. | 2 5 


Plot. 8 this * * ſmiles on my 
performances, has permitted me to introduce you and 
my tragedy to her tea-table. 

Clink. Gentlemen, you do me honour. 

iſt Play. Suffer us, Sir, to recemmend to your 
acquaintance, the famous Sir Tremendous, the great- 
eſt critick of our age. 

Plot. Sir Tremendous; I rejoice.at your preſence ; 
though no lady that has an antipathy, ſo ſweats ata cat 
as ſome authors at a critiek. Sir Tremendous, ma- 
dam, is a Gentleman who can inſtru the town to diſ- 


like what has pleaſed them, and to be pleaſed with 
What they diſliked. 


Sir Trem. Alas! what fignifies one good palate 
when the taſte of the whole town is viciated. There 
is not in all this Sodom of ignorance ten righteous 
criticks, who do not judge things backward, 

Clint. I perfectly agree with Sir Tremendous : - 
your modern tragedies are ſuch egregious ſtuff, they 
neither move terror nor pity. 

Plot. Yes, madam, the pity of the audience on the 
firſt night, and the terror of the author for the third. 
Sir Tremendous's plays * rn 2 ſublimer 
paſſion, aſtoniſhment, | 


+: Clink 
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Clink. I perceive here will be a wit-combat be- 
tween thefe beaux · eſprits. Prue, be ſure you ſet down 
all the ſimiles. 5; | 


Prue retires to the back part of the flage with per 
and ink, 


Sir Trem. The ſubjefts of moſt modern plays are 


as ill choſen as 
Plotw, The patrons of their dedications. 
| [Clink. makes ſigns to Prue. 
Sir Tram. Their plots as ſhallow —— 
Plotw. As thoſe of bad poets againſt new plays 
Sir Trem. Their epiſodes as little of a piece to 


the mam action, as — 


Clin. A black gown with a pink - colour'd petti- 
coat. Mark that, Prue. | [Aide 
Sir Trem. Their ſentiments are ſo very delicate 
Plotau. That like whipt ſyllabub they are loſt be- 


jore they are taſted. 


Sir Trem. Their diction ſo low, that-- that '- 


Plot. Why, that their friends are forced to call 
it fimplicity. © eh W113 4a f 


1ſt Play. Sir to the play if you pleaſe, 

2d Play. We have a rehearſal this morning. 
Sir Trem. And then their thefts are ſo open 
 Plotw. that the very French taylors can diſco- 


ver 'theth, 00 55; © | 
Sir Trem. O what felony from the ancients ! what 


- petty larceny from the moderns ! there is the fa- 


mous Ephigenia of Racine, he ſtole his Agamem- 


non from Seneca. who ſtole it from Euripides, who 


ftole it from Homer, who ſtole it from all the 
ancients before him. In ſhort there is nothing ſo 


" Execrable as our moſt taking tragedies. 


1ſt Play. O! but the immortal Shakeſpeare, Sir. 
Sir Trem. He had no judgnent. 
2d Play. The famous ben Johmſon! 
Clin. Dry. 

it Play. The tender Otway! 
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Sir Trem, Incorrect. 
2d Play. Etheridge ! 
Clink. Mere chit-chat. 
it Play Dryden e 
Sir Trem. Nothing but à knack of verſifying. 
Clink, Ah! dear Sir Tremendous, there is that 
delicateſſe in your ſentiments ! „ 
Sir Trem. Ah madam ! there is that juſtneſs in your 
notions ! | 
Clink. Iam ſo much charm'd with your manly pe- 
netration ! 8 
Sir Trem. I with your profound capacity! 
Cliułk That I am not able — # 
Sir Trem. That it is impoſſible — 
Link. To conceive — 
Sir Trem. To expreſs — 
Clint. With what delight I embrace — 
Sir Trem. With what pleaſure I enter into — 
Clin. Your ideas, moſt learned Sir Tremendous ! 
Sir Tren. Your ſentiments, moſt divine Mrs. 
Clinket. | | 
2d Play. The play, for heaven's ſake, the play. 


[4 tea-table brought In.] 
Clink. This finiſh'd drama is too good for an 


age hike this. | 
Plotw. The Univerſal Deluge, or the tragedy of 


Deucalion and Pyrrha. [ Reads | 


Clint. Mr. Plotwell, I will not be deny'd the 
pleaſure of reading it, you will pardon me. 

iſt Play. The deluge! the ſubje& ſeems to be 
too recherche. 

Clint. A ſubject untouch'd either by ancients or 
moderns, in which are terror and pity in perfection. 


iſt Play. The ** will never bear it. Can you 


ſuppoſe, Sir, that a box of ladies will fit three hours 


to fee a rainy day, and a ſculler in a ſtorm; make 


your beſt of it, J know it can be nothing elſe. 


| 2d Play | 
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2d Play, If you pleaſe, madam, let us hear how 
it opens. | 2 *. 3 "is i 

Clink. [reads.) The ſcene opens and diſcovers the 
heavens cloudy, A prodigious ſhower of rain. At a 
diſtance appears the top of the mountain Parnaſſus; all 
the fields beneath are over-flowed ; there are ſeen cat- 
tle and men ſwimming. The tops of ſteeples riſe a- 
bove the flood, with men and women perching on 
their weathercocks — 

Sir Trem. Begging your pardon, Sir, I believe it 
can be proved, that weather-cocks are of a modern 
invention.  Befides, if ſtones were diſſolved, as a late 
philoſopher hath proved, how could Reeples ſtand ? 

Plot. I don't inſiſt upon trifles. Strike it out. 

Clint. Strike it out! conſider what you do. In 
this they ſtrike at the very foundation of the drama. 
Don't almoſt all the perſons of your ſecond act ſtart 
out of ſtones that Deucalion and Pyrrha threw behind 
them ? This cavil is levell'd at the whole ſyſtem of 
the reparation of human race. | | 

1ſt Play. Then the ſhower is abſurd. 

Clink. Why. ſhould not this gentleman rain, as 
well as other authors ſnow and thunder ? 
Lreads.] Enter Deucalion in a ſort of waterman's ha- 
bit, leading his wife Pyrrha to a boat—Her firſt di. 
ſtreſs is about her going back to fetch a caſket of jew- 
els. Mind, how he imitates your great anthors. 
The firſt ſpeech has all the fire of Lee. | 

Tho' heav'n wrings all the ſponges of the ſky, - 

And pours down clouds, at once each cloud a ſea. 

Not the ſpring tides . 

Sir Trem. There were no ſpring tides in the Medi- 
teranean, and conſequently Deucalion could not 
make that ſi mile. | | 

Clink. A man of Deucalion's quality might have 
travelled beyond the Mediteranean, and ſo your ob- 
jection is anſwered. Obſerve, Sir Tremendous, the 
tenderneſs of Otway, in this anſwer of Pyrrha, 
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| Why do the ſtays 
Taper my waiſt, but for thy circling arms ? 


Sir Trem. Ah! Anachroniſms! Stays are a mo- 


dern habit, and the whole ſcene is monſtrous, and a- 
gainſt the rules of tragedy. ; 

Plot, I ſubmit Sir,—out with it. 

Clink. Were the play mine, you ſhould gaſh my 
fleſh, mangle my face, any thing ſooner than ſcratch 
my play. | 

Plot. Blot and inſert wherever you pleaſe 
I ſubmit myſelf to your judgment. 


Pletwell riſes and diſcourſes apart with Townley. 


Sir Tem. Madam, nonſenſe and I hah been at 


variance from my cradle, it ſets my underſtanding on 


edge. . 
T think I have ſome experience of the ſtage, this play 
will hardly take, | 

Clink. The worſt lines of it would be ſufficiently 
clapt, if it had been writ by a known author, or re- 
commended by one. | 

Sir Trem. Between you and I, madam, who un- 
derſtand better things, this gentleman knows nothing 
of poetry. 

iſt Play, The gentleman may be an honeſt man, 
but he is a damn'd writer, and it neither can take, 


nor ought to take. 
Sir Trem. If you are the gentleman's friend, aud 


value his reputation, advite him to burn it. 


Clink. What ſtruggles has an unknown author to 
yanquiſh prejudice! Suppole this play acts but fix 
nights, his next may play twenty. Encourage a 
young author, I know it will be your intereſt. 


2d Play. I would ſooner give five hundred pounds 


than bring ſome plays on the ſtage; an audience lit- 
tle. conſiders whether 'tis the author or the actor that 


is hiſs'd, our character ſuffers, 
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2d Play. Indeed, madam, with ſubmiſſion, and 
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iſt Play. Damn our character We ſhall loſe mo- 
ney by it. 

Clint. I'll depoſit a ſum myſelf updn the ſucceſs 
of it. Well, fince it is to be play'd—I will prevail 
upon him to ſtrike out ſome few things. — Take the 
play, Sir Tremendous, 


Sir Tremendous reads in a muttering tone. 


Sir Trem. Abſurd to the laſt degree [ /?ri#es out.) 
palpable nonſenſe! [ frikes out.] 
Clink. What all thoſe lines! ſpare thoſe for a la- 
dy's ſake, for thoſe indeed, I gave him. 
Sir Trem. Such ſtuff! [Aries out.] abominable! 
[Aries out.] moſt execrable 
1ſt Play. This thought muſt out. 
2d Play. Madam, with ſubmiſſion, this meta- 
hor. | | 
: 1ſt Play. This whole ſpeech. 
Sir Trem. The Fable | 
Clink, To you J anſwer, 
ift Play. The characters! 
Clink. To you J anfwer— 
Sir Trem. The dition ! : 
Clint. And to you—Ah, hold, hold, — I'm butch- 
er'd, I'm maſſacred, For mercy's ſake! murder, 
murder! ah! | [ faints, 


— 


Enter Faſſile peeping at the door. 


Fo. My houſe turn'd to aſtage! and my bride 


playing her part too! What will become of me? but 
I'll know the bottom of all this. de.] I am ſurprized 
to ſee ſo many patients here ſo early. What is your 
diſtemper, Sir ? 8 | 
1ſt Play. The cholic, Sir, by a ſurfeit of green 

tea and damn'd verſes. . | | | 
Fo: Your pulſe is very high, madam. [To Town- 
ler.] Youſympathize, 1 perceive, for yours is ſome- 
what feveriſn. {To Plotabell.] But J believe 1 wy 
| pe 
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be able to put off the fit for this time. Aud as for 
you, niece, you have got the poetical itch, and are 
poſſeſſ'd with. nine devils, your nine muſes ; and thus 
I commit them and their works to the flames. [Takes 
up a heap of papers and flings them into the fire.] 

Clink, Ah! IT am an undone woman. | 

Plot. Has he burnt any bank-bills, or a new 
Mechlin head-dreſs ? 

Clink, My works ! my works! 

rit P/:y, Has he deſtroyed the writings of an e- 
ſtate, or your billet doux ? | 


Clink, A Pindarick ode! five ſimiles ! and half an | 


epilogue ! 

2d Play. Has he thrown a new fan or your pearl 
necklace into the flames ? | 

Clin. Worſe, worſe! The tag of the acts of a 
new comedy! a prologue ſent by a perſon of quality 
three copies of recommendatory verſes! and two 
Greek mottos ! | 

Faß. Gentlemen, if you pleaſe to walk out, 

2d Play. You ſhall have our poſitive anſwer con- 
cerning your tragedy, madam, in an hour or two. 


[Exit Sir Tremendous, Plotwell and Players, 


Foſ. Though this affair looks but ill; yet I will 
not be over-rath : What ſays Lybanius ? A falſe ac- 
cuſation often recoils upon the accuſer; and I have 


ſuffered already by too great precipitation. 
[Ex it F. Ale. 


Enter SARSN ET. 


Toaun. A narrow eſcape, Sarſnet! Plotwells letter 


was intercepted and read by my huſband. 

Sarſ. 1 tremble every joint of me. How came 
you off? ä 

Town. Invention flow'd, I ly'd, he believ'd. 
True wife, true huſband ! 
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Sarſ. I have often warn'd you, madam, againſt 
this ſuperfluity of gallants; you ought at leaſt to have 
clear'd all mortgages upon your perſon before you 
leas'd it out for life, Then, befides Plotwell, you 
are every moment in danger of Underplot, who at- 
tends on Plotwell like his ſhadow ; he is unlucky e- 
nough to ſtumble upon your huſband, and then I'm 
ſure his ſhatterbrains would undo us at once. 

Town. Thy wit and induſtry, Sarſnet, muſt 
help me out. To day is mine, to morrow is my 
huſband's. | 

Sar/. But ſome ſpeedy method muſt be thought of, 
to prevent your letters from falling into his hands. 

Town. I can put no confidence in my landlady 
Mrs, Chambers, ſince our quarrel at parting. Sol 
have given orders to her maid to direct all letters and 
meſſages hither, and I have plac'd my own truſty ſer- 
vant Hugh at the door to receive them but ſee, yon- 
der comes my huſband, I'll retire to my cloſet. 

[Exit Townley and Sarjnet, 


Enter Foss1LE. 


Ff. O marriage, thou bittereſt of potions, and 
thou ſtrongeſt of aſtringents. This Plotwell that I 
found talking with her muſt certainly be the perſon 
that ſent the letter. But if I have a Briſtol ſtone put 
upon me inſtead of a diamond, why ſhould I by ex- 
periments fpoil its luſtre ? ſhe is handſome, that is 
certain. Could I but keep her to myſelf for the future! 
Cuckoldom is an accute caſe, it is quickly over; 
when it takes place, it admits of no remedy but pal- 
liatives. Be it how-it will, while my marriage is 
a ſecret - | h 
Within. Bleſs the noble doctor Foſſile and his ho- 
nourable lady. The city muſick are come to wiſh 
bim much joy of his marriage. [4 flourifh of fid. 
ales. ESP | 
Fo. Joy and marriage; never were two words ſo 

eoupled, | | 
Within 
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Mibin. Much happineſs attend the learned doc- 


tor Foſſile and his worthy and virtuous lady. The 


drums and trumpets of his majeſty's guards are come 
to ſalute him [A fourip of Drums and 
Trumpets. | 

Faß. Ah, Foſſile! wretched Foflile! into what 
ſlate haſt thou brought thy ſelf! thy diſgrace pro- 
claim'd by beat of drum! New married men are 
treated like thoſe bit by a Tarantula, both muſt 


have muſick: But where are the notes that can ex- 
pell a wife! Exit. 
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Enter Foss1LE in a footman's cloaths, 


Fe. Special dog; this footman of my wife's ! 
as mercenary as the porter of a firſt mi- 
niſter ! Why ſhould ſhe place him as a centinal at my 
door? unqueſtionably, to carry on her intrigues, 
Why did I bribe him to lend me his livery ? to diſco- 
ver thoſe intrigues. And now, O wretched Foſſile, 
thou haſt debas'd thyſelf into the low charaGer of a 
footman. What then? gods and demi gods have aſ- 
ſum'd viler ſhapes: they, to make a cuckold; I, to 
prove myſelf one. Why then ſhould my metamor- 
phoſis be inore ſhameful, when my purpoſe is more 
honeſt? | 


[Knocking at the door, enter footman.) 


Foot. Ay, this 1s her livery. Friend, give this to 
Four miſtreſs. | | 
[Gives a letter to Fofſile and exit. 


Feſile [reads] Madam, you have jilted me. 
* What I gave you coſt me dear; what you might 
© have given me, would have coſt you nothing. You 
* thall uſe my next preſent with more reſpect. I pre- 
* ſented you a fine ſnuff- box; you gave it to that cox- 
comb Underplot, and Underplot gave it to my wife. 
judge of my ſurpriſe. | 


Freeman. 
A fine 


3 


py 
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A fine circulation of a ſnuff box! in time I ſhall 
have the rareſt of my ſhells ſet off with gold hinges, 


to make preſents to all the fops about town. My 


Conche Feneris ; and perhaps, even my Nautilus. 
A knocking at the door. Enter an old auoman. 


Old Mom. Can I ſpeak with your good * 
honeſt friend? 

Foſ. No, ſhe's buſy, | 

Oli hon. Madam Wyburn preſents her ſervice 
and has ſent this letter. „ 


Foſſile [reads] * Being taken up with waiting up- 
on merchants ladies this morning, I have ſent to ac- 
* quaint you, my dear ſweet Mrs. Townley, that the 
© alderman agrees to every thing but putting away his 


wife, which he ſays is not decent at that end of the | 


town. He deſires a meeting this evening,” 


Poſtſcript. 


He does not like the grocer's wife at all.“ 


Blels me! what a libidinous age we live in! rei- 
ther his own wife! nor the grocer's wife! Will peo, 
ple like nobody 5 wife but mine! 


[ Knocking at the door. Enter footman, gives a letter, 
and exit. ] 


Enter another footman gives a letter, and exit. 


Fal, [reads] ; Sincerely, madam, I cannot ſpare 
that ſum ; eſpecially in monthly payments. My 
good friend and neighbour Pinch, a quiet ſober 
man, is content to go a third Part, only: fot leave to 


« vit upon ſabbath days, W oP 
< Habakkuk Plumb.” 


Well : 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Well, frugallity i is laudable even in iniquity ! ! Nox 
for this other. 


| Opens the puny 4 
7 Lradi! © Madam, I can't make you 1 


but J can make you immortal, 


ww vent on Mrs. Suſanna Townley, in the front box 
* dreſs'd in green. | 


© In you the beauties of the ſpring are ſeen, 
Your cheeks are roſes, and your dreſs is green. 


A poor dog of a poet ! I fear him not. 
Enter a ragged fellow with a letter. 


Foot. My maſter is at Prell under a cloud 
He begs you will deliver this letter to your 15 
Exit. 


Foſ. [reads I am Rd by your favours to? 


© aſk the thing I formerly deny'd; that you would 
entertain me as a huſband, who can no longer keep 
you as a miſtreſs, | 


c Charles Bat.? 


Why did I part wh this fellow? This was a propo- 
ſal indeed, to make both me and himſelf happy at 
once! He ſhall have her, and a twelve-month's fees 
into the bargain. Where ſhall I find him? —Why 


was the miſtreſs of all mankind unknown to thee a- 


lone? Why is nature ſo dark in our greateſt concerns? 
Why are there no exterral ſymptoms of defloration, 
nor any e of the loſs of virginity but a 
bis belly ? Why has not lewdneſs its tokens like the 


prgee 7 5 
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plague? Why muſta man know rain by theaking of his 


corns, and have no , ee of what is of infinitely _ 


greater moment, cuckoldom ? Or if there are any marks 
of chaſtity, why is the enquiry allowed only to Turks 
and Jews, and denyed to Chriſtians ? O Townley, 
Townley ! once to me the fragrant roſe ; now aloes, 
wormwood and ſnake-root! but I muſt not be ſeen. 


4s Townley and Sarfuet enter, Faſile faraks off 


Town, Sarſnet, we are betray'd. I have diſco- 
vered my huſhand poſted at the door in Hugh's 
livecy, he has intercepted all my letters. I imme- 
diately writ this, which is the only thing that can 
bring us off, Run this moment to Plotwell, get 
him to copy it, and ſend it directed to me by his 
own ſervant with. the utmoſt expedition. He is now 
at the chocolate-houſe in the next ſtreet. 

Sar}. TI fly, madam ; but how will you diſengage 


yourſelf from the affair with Underplot ? 


| Town, Leave it to me. Though he wants ſenſe, 
he's handſome, and I like the fellow; and if he is 
lucky enough to come in my huſband's abſence. = 


But prithee Sarſenet make haſte. 


[Exit Townley and Sarſenet, upon which Faſſile 
re: enters, to him Underplot.] 


Underp. Harke'e, friend. I never talk with one 
of your coat, but ] firſl tip him. 


Fo}. Behold the lucre of a pimp! Between the pox 


abroad, and my plague at home, I find a man may 
never want fees. [a/ide.] Your honour's commands, 
I pray. I long to ſerve you. | 
Underp. Ah, boy! thou haſta rare miſtreſs for vails. 
Come I know thou art a ſly dog; can'ſt thou introduce 
me to her for a moment's converſation ? | 
Fo. Impoſlible. 3 
Underp. What, ſtill impoſſible? [Gives more money. 
#9. Still impoſſible. 1285 


Unier- 
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Underp. Poh, pox. But prithee, friend, by the 
by, 1s there any thing in this report that ſhe is mar- 
ry'd to the doctor here? | 

Fo. J am afraid there is ſomething in it. 

Underp. What a ſpirit does a jealous huſband give 
to an intrigue ! Pray, is he not a moſt egregious filly 
animal ? | | | 

Fofj. Not exceeding wile indeed, 

Underp, Rich ? 

Fe. He has money. | 
8383 That will ſave the expence of her gallants. 

5 

Fe. Ay, too old, heaven knows. 5 

Underp. How came it in to the puppy's head t 
marry? 

Foſ. By the inſtigation of Satan. 

Underp. I'll help the old fool to an heir. 

Faß No doubt on't. If the whole town can do it, 
he will not want one. | [ Hide. 

Unaderp. Come, prithee deal freely with me, Has 
Plotwell been here ſince the wedding ? | 

Faß. He has! too ſure: Lade. He's a danger- 
ous rival to you; if you have a mind to ſucceed, 
keep a ſtrict watch upon him, that he may not get 
admittance before you. 

Underp. Well ſince thou haſt ſhown thyſelf ſo 
much my friend, I'll let thee into a ſecret. Plot- 
well and I no ſooner heard of the wedding, but we 
made a bett of a hundred guineas, who ſhould dub 
the doctor firſt, Remember you go twenty pieces 
with me. | 

Fofſ. But here is ſome body coming. Away you 
are ſure of my intereſt. [Exit Underplot. 

Fofj. This was well judg'd. I have a ſmall territo- 
ry coveted by two rival potentates. It is profound 
policy to make them watch one the other, and ſo 
keep the ballance of power in my own hands. Cer- 


tainly nothing ſo improves one's politicks, as to have 


a coquet to on'es wife, 
1 Enter 


the 


nagr- 


give 


ally 


ts, 
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Enter a footman with a letter, 


Foot. This is for your lady, Deliver it ſaſe into 
her own hands, [Exit Fooman. 


Foſ. [reads.) Know, cruel woman, I have diſ- 


* 


covered the ſecret of your marriage; you ſhall 
have all the plague of a jealous huſband, 
without the pleaſure of giving him cauſe. I 
have this morning counterfeited billetdoux and 
© letters from bawds; nay, I have ſent pimps ; 
© ſome of which, I hope, are fallen into your 
© old coxcomb's hands. If you deny me the 
< pleaſure of tipping him a real cuckold, at 
© leaſt, I'll have the reſentment to make him 
© an imaginary one. Know that this is not the 
© hundredth part of the revenge that ſhall be 
executed upon thee, by 3 


R W A 


Town. ¶ pecping.] So. The letter works as I would 
have it. | [ A/ide. 
 Foff. How true is that ſaying of the philoſopher ! 
We only know, that we know nothing.” The e- 
ruption of thoſe horns which ſeem'd to make ſo ſtrong 
a puſh is now {uppreſs'd. Is the myſtery of all theſe 
letters nothing but the revenge of a diſappointed lover? 
The hand and ſeal are juſt the lame with the Welch- 
man's that I intercepted a while ago. Truly, theſe 
Welch are a hot revengeful people. My wife may 
be virtuous; ſhe may not. Prevention is the ſafeſt 
method with diſeaſes and intrigues. Women are wan- 
ton, huſbands weak, bawds buſy, opportunities dan- 
gerous, gallants eager; therefore it behoves honeſt men 
to be watchful. But here comes my Wife, I muft 
bide myſelf; for ſhould I be detected, ſhe might have 
2 juſt cauſe of complaint for my impertinent curioſity, 
» | Exit Fore 
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Enter TowNnLEY ; _— her SARSNET at the other 
oor. | 


FSarſ. Your orders, madam, have been executed to 
a tittle, and I hope with ſucceſs. h 
Towns, Extremely well. Juſt as we could have 
wiſh'd. But I can't forgive that raſcal Hugh. To 
turn him away would be dangerous. We will rather 
take the advantage of the confidence my huſband has 
in him, Leave the huſband to me, and do you diſ- 
cipline the footman, Such early curioſity muſt be 
cruſh'd in the bud. Hugh, Hugh, Hugh. [calls a- 
loud, and rings.) What is become of the rogue? 
[Townley runs in, and drags out Foffile changing his 
cloaths with Hugh. | 
Why firrah! muſt one call all day for you? 
[cuffs him. 
Sar/. This is not Hugh, madam ; a rouge in diſ- 
guiſe, got in to rob the houſe! thieves, thieves ! 


Enter CLinxeT, Prue with the writing-deſk, and 
ſervants 


Fag. St. St---no noiſe. Prithee, dearee, look up- 
on me. See, ſee, thy own dear huſband. It is J. 

Town. What an unfortunate woman am I ! Could 
not you paſs one day without an intrigue ? and with a 
cookwench too! for you could put on a livery for no 
other end. You wicked man. 
Sar. His coldneſs, madam, is now no longer a 
myſtery, Filthy monſter ! wer't not thou provided 
with my miſtreſs as a remedy for thy rampant un- 
chaſtity ? 

Town, Was all your indeffierence to me for this! 
you brute you. .  [aveeps. 


Fo. Nay, prithee, dearee, judge not raſhly. My 
character is eſtabliſh'd in the world. There lives not 
a more ſober, chaſte, ana virtuous perſon than doctor 
Foſſile. 

Town, Then why this diſguiſe ? Fi, 
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Fof, Since it muſt come out; ha, ha, ha, only a 
frolick on my wedding day between Hugh and J. 
We had a mind to exhibit a little mummery. 

Clink, What joy ariſes in my ſoul to ſee my uns 
cle in a dramatick character! Since your humour lead 
you to the drama, uncle, why would you not con- 
ſult a relative muſe in your own family? I have al- 
ways uſed you as my phy ſician; and why ſhould not 
you uſe me as your poet? | 

Fog, Prithee, dear, leave me a moment, This is 
a ſcandal to my gravity. I'll be with you, as my 
ſelf, immediately, | | 

[Exeunt omnes, except Faſſile and Hugh. As they 
are changing habits, Foſſile ſays, 
As a mark of my confidence in thee, I leave thee 
guardian of my houſe while I go my rounds, Let 
none in but patients; wan fickly fellows, no perſon 
in the leaſt degree of bodily ſtrength. 

Hugh. Worthy doctor, you may rely upon my 
honour, . 5 Exit Fo). 
I have betray'd my miſtreſs. My conſcience flies in 
my face, and I can eaſe it no way but by betraying 
my maſter. | 

This is not the doctor; but he is dreſs'd like 
him, and that ſhall be my excuſe. 

[He lets Plotwvell in, Toaunley 
meets him, they embrace. 

Town, Hugh, go, wait at the door. ; 

[Exit Hugh. 
Plot. This diſguiſe gives ſpirit to my intrigue. 


Certainly I am the firſt perſon that ever enjoy'd a 


bride without the ſcandal of matrimony. 

Town. I have a different reliſh, Mr. Plotwell, for 
now I can't abide you, you are ſo like my huſband. 

Plotav. Underplot, I defy thee. I have laid the 
wager, and now I hold the ſtakes, | 

Toxon. Opportunity Mr. Potwell, has been the, 
downfall of much virtue. | 


[ 4s he is leading her off, enter Hu b. 
Q | oh, Hoch: 
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Hugh. Ah, madam ! the doctor! the doctor! 


Exit Hugh, 
Plot. Fear nothing. I'll ſtand it. I have my 
part ready, [ Exit Townley, 


Enter Foss11s. 


Fo. I promis'd lady Langfort my eagle- ſtone. 
The _ 3 is like to miſcarry, and 'tis well I 
thought on't. Ha! who is here! I do not like the 
aſpect of the fellow. But I will not be over cen- 
ſorious. 

[They make many bonus and cringes in advas · 
cing to each other. 

Plot. Mluftriſſkme domi ne, huc adveni— + 

Fofſ. Mluftriffime domine non uſus ſum loguere 
Latinum——If you cannot ſpeak Engliſh, we can 
have no linguil converſation. 

Plot. I can ſpeak but a little Engliſe. Me ave 
great deal heard of de fame of de great luminary of 
all arts and ſciences, de illuſtrious doctor Foſſile. I 
would make commutation (what do you call it) I 
would exchange ſome of my tings for ſome of his 
tings. 

Fa, N. Pray, Sir, what univerſity are you of? 

Plot. De famous univerſity of Cracow in Polonia 
minor. I have cured de king of Sweden of de 
wound. My name be doctor Cornelius Lubomir- 
{&. 

Fa. . Your. Lubomirſkis are a great family. But 
what Arcana are you maſter of, Sir ? 

Plot. [Shows a large / vf ber. See dere, Sir, 
dat box de ſnuff. 1 

Foj. Snuff. box. 

95 Right. Snuff box. Dat be de very true 
d. a 
, Faß. What of that? 

Plot. Vat of dat? me make dat gold my own 

ſelf, of de lead of de great church of Crawcow. 


Fo wil By what operations ? ? 


Plot. 


ot. 
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Plot. By calcination; reverberation ; purificati- 
on; ſublimation; amalgamation; precipitation; vo- 
litilization. 6 | 

Fag. Have a care what you aſſert. The volitili- 
zation of gold is not an obvious proceſs. It is by 
great elegance of ſpeech called, fortitudo fortitudinis 
forti/Jima. 

Plot. I need not acquaint de illuſtrious doctor 
Foſſile, dat all de metals be but unripe gold. 

Fe. Spoken like a philoſopher, And therefore 
there ſhould be an act of parliament againſt digging 
of lead mines, as againſt felling young timber. 
But inform me, Sir, what might be your menſtruum, 
{now-water, or May-dew ? | | 

Plot Snow-vater, 

Faß. Right. Snow is the univerſal pickle of na- 
ture for the preſervation of her productions in the 
hyemal ſeaſon. | 

Plot. If you will go your ſelf, and not truſt de 
ſervant, to fetch ſome of de right Thames ſand dat 


be below de bridge, I will ſhow you de naked Diana 


in your ſtudy before I go hence. 


Fofſ. Perhaps you might. I am not at preſent 


diſpos'd for experiments. | 
Plat. This bite wont take to ſend him out of the 
way, I'll change my ſubject. [4/ize.] Do you deal in 


longitudes, Sir? 


Foff. I deal not in impoſſibilities. I ſearch only 
for the grand elixir. 

Plot. Vat do you tink of de new metode of 
fluxion? | | 

Fe. I know no other but my mercury. | 
Plot. Ha, ha. Me mean de fluxion of de quan- 


tity. | 
Fog. The greateſt quantity I ever knew, was 
three quarts a day. 1500 
Plot. Be dere any ſecret in the hydrology, zao- 
logy, minerology, hydraulicks, acauſticks, pneuma- 
ticks, logarithmatechny, dat you do want de expla- 


nation of ? | 
1 Q 2 Fe 
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Fo. This is all out of my way. Do you know 
of any hermaphrodites, monſtrous twins, antediluyi- 
vian ſhells, bones, and vegetables ? | 

Plet. Vat tink you of an antediluvian knife, 
ſpoon, and fork, with the mark of Tubal Cain in 
Hebrew, dug out of the mine of Babylon ? 

Fe. Of what dimenſions, I pray, Sir? 

Plot. De ſpoon be bigger dan de modern ladle ; 
de fork, like de great fire-fork ; and de knife, like 
de cleaver. | | 

Fofſ. Bleſs ane! this ſhows the ſtature and magni- 
tude of thoſe antidiluvians ! 

Plat To make you convinc'd that I tell not de 
lie, dey are in de Turkey ſhip at Vapping, juſt going 
to be diſpoſed of. Me would go there vid you, but 
de buſinſs vil not let me. | 

Fog. An extraordinary man this! I'l] examine 
him further. [f/ide.] How could your country loſe ſo 
great a man as you ? 

Plot. Dat be de ſecret. But becauſe me vil have 
de fair correſpondence with de illuſtrious doctor Foſ- 
file, me vil not deny dat Orpheus and me had near 
run de ſame fate for different reaſon. I was hunted 
out of my country by de general inſurrection of de 
women. 

Fog. How fo pray? 

Plot. Becauſe me have prepare a certain liquor 
which diſcover whether a woman be a virgin or no. 

Fa. A curious diſcovery ! have you any of it 
fill ? 

Plot. Dere it is, Sir. It be commonly called de 
Lapis Lydius Virginitatis, or touch- ſtone of virginity. 

| [ gives him a wial. 

Foſſ. It has the ſmell of your common hart's- 
horn, But all your volatile ſpirits have a near re- 
ſemblance. 

Plot. Right, Sir. De diſtillation be made from 
the Hippomanes of a young mare. When a deflower'd 
virgin take ten drops, ſhe will faint and ſneeze, and 


& large red ſpot appear on the cheek 5 which we 7 
| e 
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de ſpot of infſamy. All de young bridegroom make 
de experiment. De archbiſhop did make obligation 
to de nun to take it every ninth month. And I fly 
for the hurlyburly it make, | 


Enter Hucn, 


Hugh. Sir here is a patient in a chair. 

Foſ, Doctor Lubomirſki, let me conduct you into 
my ſtudy, where we will farther diſcuſs the wonderful 
virtues of this liquor, Tell the patient I will attend 


him this inſtant. | 
n [Exeunt Plotavell and Foffiles 
Enter UNDERPLOT in a chair like a ſick man. 


Hugh. The doctor will wait upon you immediate- 
ly. [Exit Hugh. 
Underp. I dogg'd Plotwell to this door in a doc- 
tor's habit. If he has admittance as a doctor, why 


not I as a patient? Now for a lucky deciſion of our 


wager ! If I can't ſucceed myſelf, I will at leaſt ſpoil 
his intrigue, 


Enter Foss1te. 


Underp, Ah! ah! have you no place? Ah! 
where can I repoſe a little? I was taken ſuddenly. 
Ah! ah! *tis happy I was ſo near the houſe of an e- 
minent phyſician. | 

Fo/5. Reit yourſelf upon that couch. | 

Underp. If I lay a few minutes cover'd up warm 
in a bed, I believe I might recover. SED | 

Feſſile feels his pulſe. Plotavell peeps. 

Pl. Underplel in apaiſe? Au be his 4 
and cure him of theſe frolicks. [ aide. 

Fee. What are your ſymptoms, Sir? a very tem- 
peſtuous pulſe, 1 profeſs! 

Underp, Violent head-ach, ah! ah! 


Q 3 Foes 
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Fo. All this proceeds from the fumes of the 
kitchen, the ſtomachic digeſter wants reparation for 
the better concoction of your aliment: But, Sir, 
is your pain pungitive, tenſive, gravitive, or pul- 
ſatory ? | 

Plot. All together, ah! | 

Fo/s. Impoſſible Sir; but I have an eminent 
hyfician now in the houſe, he ſhall conſult. Doctor 
2 here is a perſon in a moſt violent cephal- 

algy, a terrible caſe ! 


Enter Prorwzrr. 


Foſs. Feel his pulſe. [Plotavell feels it.) You feel 
it, Sir, ſtrong, hard and labouring. 

Plat. Great plenitude, Sir. 

Fo/s. Feel his belly, Sir; a great tenſion and 
heat of the abdomen—A hearty man, his muſcles are 
toroſe ; how ſoon are the ſtrongeſt humbled by diſeaſ- 
es | let us retire, and conſult. 


Enter SARSN II in haſte. 


Sar// My miſtreſs approves your deſign, bear it 
out bravely, perhaps I ſha] have a ſudden opportunity 
of conveying you into her bed-chamber, counterfeit a 
fainting ft and rely upon me. [ Exit. 

Underp. As yet I find I am undiſcover'd by Plot- 
well; neither is his intrigue in ſuch forwardneſs as 
mine, though he made a fair puſh for it before me. 

| [a/tdr. 
[ Foſile and Plotwell come forward, 

Fo/s. I am entirely tor a gliſter. | 

Plot. My opinion is for de ſtrong vomit. 

Fos. Bleed him. 

Plot. Make de ſcarrification, give me de lancet, 
me will do it myſelf, and after dat will put de bliſter 
to de ſole of de ſeet, 


1 


Foſi. Your dolor proceeds from a frigid intempe- 
ries of the brain, a ſtrong diſeaſe! the enemy has in- 
vaded the very citadel of your microcoſm, the maga- 
zine of your vital functions; he- has ſet down before 


it; yet there ſeems to be a good garriſon of vital 


ſpirits. ard we don't queſtion. t6 be able to defend 


Plot. Ve will cannonade de enemy with pills, 
bombard him wid de bolus, blow him up with vola- 


tiles, fill up the trenches wid de ap innundation of 


apozems, and diſlodge him wid de ſtink- pot; let de 
army, bring up de artillery of medicine immedi- 
ately. 

Faß. True, we might unload the ſtomach by gen- 
tle emeticks, and the inteſtines by clyſters ſtimulative, 
carminative, and emollient, with ſtrong hydroticks, 
quiet the ſpaſms of the viſcera by paregoricks, draw 


off the ſtagnant blood by deep ſcarrifications, and de- 


purate its fæculencies by volatiles; after this, let 
there be numerous bliſters and potential cauteries— 
I conſult my patient's eaſe; I am againſt much phy- 
fick—He faints, he is apoplectic, bleed him this mo- 


ment. ? | | | 
Plot. Hoy de ſervant dere, make haſt, bring de 


pan of hot coals ; or de red hot iron to make applica- 
tion to de temples. 


Enter Huck. 


Hugh. Here's the poker red hot from the fire. 
Plot. Very well make de burn dere, exactly dere. 
: [putting the poker near his head. 
Urnderp. Hold, hold, am I to be murder'd ? 
[farts up.] I know you, Plotwell, and was I not 
oblig'd by honour and friendſhip, I'd expoſe you to 
the doctor. [a/ide to Plotauell. 


Plot. 
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Plat. Very lunatick, mad, fetch me de cord to 
make de tie upon de leg and de arm, take off thirty 
worn of blood, and den plunge him into de cold 

ath; | | 
Foſs. . Your judgment, doctor Lubomirſki, is ex 
cellent, I will call my ſervants to aſſiſt us. 

Underp. Hearke'e, old put; I came to take your 
advice, and not that French ſon of a whore's ſcarrifi- 


cations; and ſo plague take you both. 
[Exit Underplot and Hugh, 
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ACT WW 


Enter Dr. Foss1LEe, and PLOTWELL., 


Foſs. Octor Lubomirſki, this vial that you have 
intruſted into my cuſtody, ſhall be with 
acknowledgment return'd after a few experiments; I 
muſt crave your indu'gence ; diſeaſes, you know, Sir, 
are impertinent, and will tie themſelves to no hours, 
poor lady Hyppokekoana ! 
Plot. Ah Sir! I beg your pardon, if you make 


' viſit to de patient, me will divert myſelf in your ſtudy 


till you make return, 

Fe. That cannot be, I have a lady juſt coming to 
conſult me in a caſe of ſecrecy. 

Plot. Have you not de wife? me will make con- 
verſation wid de ladies till you come. 

Foſs. They ſee no company in the morning, they 


are all in de/abillc#; moſt learned doctor Lubomir- 


Ki, your humble ſervant. 

Plot. Moſt illuſtrious doctor Foſſile, me be, with 
de profoundeſt adoration 

Foſs. With the greateſt admiration 

Plot. Your moſt humble 

Fo/5s. Moſt obedient ſervant. 

Plat. Ah, Monſieur, point de ceremonie. 

| [Exit Plotavell. 


Enter Huen. 


Foſs. Hugh, bring me a pint of ſack ; let your 
miſtreſs know J want to ſee her, Take care that her 
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orders be obey'd, and that her trunks and boxes be 
immediately brought hither. Sarſnet will give you 
directions. | 

[Exit Hugh. Faſſile fits down on a couch. 
Ah Foflile! if the cares of two hours of a married 
life have fo reduc'd thee, how long can'ſt thou hold 
out! to watch a wife all day, and have her wake thee 
all night! "twill never do. The fitigue of three fe- 
vers, ſix ſmall poxes, and five great ones, is nothing 
to that of one wife. Now for my touch-ſtone; I 
will try it upon her preſently, If ſhe bear it to da) 
I am afraid ſhe will bear it to morrow too. 


Enter Hugh <vith a bottle of ſack, and after him 
Townlcy. Hugh gives the bottle and glaſs to Foſ- 
ile and exit. 


Sit down by me, my dear, I was going to refreſh my- 
ſelf with a glaſs of canary, You look pale. It will 
do you good. : 

Town. Faugh. Wine in the morning! 


[Fofile arinks and fills again, and drops ſome of 
the liquor into the glaſs.) | 


What is the meaning of this? am I to be poi- 
fond [afide. 
Fojs. You muſt drink it. Sack is ſacred to Hy- 
men ; of it is made the nuptial poſſet. 
Town. Don't preſs me, Mr. Foflile, I nauſeate it, 
It ſmells ſtrangely. There is ſomething in it. 
Foſs. An ill ſymptom! ſhe can't bear the ſmell, 
[afide.] Pray, my dear, oblige me. 
5 I'm for none of your flops. Til fill my- 
Fes. I muſt own, I have put ſome reſtorative drops 
in it, which are excellent. I may drink it ſafely. 
[a/iae.] [d&inks.] The next glaſs I prepare for you. 
| [Fills, and powers ſome drops in. 


| [Towne 
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[Townley drinks. Foffile runs behind to ſupport 
ber; then pores upon her cheek, and touches it 
with bis finger. 1 


Town, Your inſolence is inſupportable. TWas 
but this moment you ſuſpected my virtue; and now 
my complexion. Put on your ſpectacles. No red 
was ever laid upon theſe cheeks. I'll fly thee, and 
die a maid, rather than live under the ſame roof with 
jealouſy and caprice. 

Fys. O thou ſpotleſ, innocence ! I cannot refrain 


tears of joy. Forgive me, and III tell thee all. 


Theſe drops have been a ſecret in our family for many 
years. They are call'd the touch-ſtone of virginity. 
The males adminiſter it to the brides on their wedding- 
day ; and by its virtue have aſcertain'd the honour of 
the Foſſiles from generation to generation. There 


are family cuſtoms, which it is almoſt impious to ne- 


lect. 

: Town, Had you married a perſon of doubtful re- 
putation But me, Mr. Foſſile 

Fo/s. I did not indeed ſuſpect thee. But my mo- 
ther obliged me to this experiment with her dying 
words My wife is chaſte: And to preferve her ſo, 
tis neceſſary that I have none but chaſte ſervants about 
her. I'll make the experiment on all my female do- 
meſticks. [aſide.] I will now, my dear, in thy 
preſence, put all my family to the trial. Here ! bid 
my niece, and all the maid- ſervants come before me. 

| [Calling out. 


nter Clinket, Prue, and Servants. 


Give ear, all ye virgins: We make proclamation 
in the name of the chaſte Diana, being reſoly'd to 
make a ſolemn eſſay of the virtue, virginity, and 


_ chaſtity of all within our walls. We therefore ad- 


viſe, warn and precaution all ſpinſters, who know 
themſelves blemiſh'd, not on any pretence whatioever 
to 
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to taſte theſe our drops, which will manifeſt theit 
ſhame to the world by viſible tokens. | 

Clink; I abominate all kind of drops. They in- 
terrupt the ſeries of ideas. But have the any power 
over the virgin's dreams, thoughts, and private me- 
ditations ? 

Foſs. No. They do not affect the motus Primo- 
primi, or intentions; only actualities, niece. 

Clink, Then give it me. I can drink as freely of 
it as of the waters of Helicon, My love was always 
Platonick. [ drinks. 

Fei. Yet I have known a Platonick lady lodge at 
a mid wife's, 5 


[ Poffile offers it round.) 


iſt Vom. I never take phyſick. 
Foſs. That's one. Stand there. My niece profeſ- 
ſes herſelf a Platonick. You are rather a Carteſian. 
Clin. Ah dear uncle] how do the Platonicks and 
Carteſians differ. | | 

Fe. The Platonicks are for idea's, the Carteſians 
for matter and motion. | 
Town. Mr. Foſſile, you are too ſevere. 

zd Vem. I am not a- dry. [ curt/ies. 

Fe. There's two. Stand there. | 

Prue, My miſtreſs can anſwer for me. She has tak- 
en it. 

Faß. She has, But however ſtand there, among 
the Carteſians. 

3d Yom. My innocence would protect me, though 
I trod over red-hot iron. Give me a brimmer. 


[Sbe takes a mouthful and ſpits it out again.] : 


Foſs. "Twas a preſumptuous thing to gargle with 
it: but however, madam, if you pleaſe walk 


among the Cartefians. | - 
[Two young wenches run away. 


th 
lk 


may ſtrech myſelf out. 
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Clink. Prue, follow me. I have juſt found a 
[They all ſneak off. | 


rhime for my Pindarick, 


Fo/. All gone! what no more ladies here? no 
more ladies! [/ooking to the audience, ] O that I had 
but a boarding-ſchool, or a middle gallery ! | 


Enter Sarſuet, follow'd by tauo porters 
bearing a cheſt. | 


Set down the things here: there is no occaſion for 
carrying them up ſtairs, ſince they are to be ſent into 
the country to morrow. | [ Exit porters. 

What have I done? My marriage, theſe confound- 
ed whimſies, and doctor Lubomirſki, have made me 
quite forget poor lady Hippokekoana. She was in 
convulſions, and I am afraid dead by this time. | 

| [Exit Faſſile. 

Sar/. J have brought you a preſent, madam, 
make good uſe of it. So I leave you together. 

[Exit Sar/net. 


| [Townley opens the cheft : Plotnvell, who was co- 
ver d with a gown and petticoat, gets out.] 


Town, Never was any thing ſo lucky. The doc- 
tor is juſt this minute gone to a patient. 

Plot. I tempt dangers enough in your ſervice. I 
am almoſt . in this cheſt· adventure. Oh my 
knees ! Prithee, my dear, lead me to a bed where L 
[ Leading her aff. 


Enter SARSNET, 


Sarſ. Oh madam! yonder is the doctor in deep 
diſcourſe with Underplot : I fear he has dogg'd me, 


and betray'd us. The are both coming back toge- 
ther. [Exit Sarſn.t. 


Plat. T'll firink ſnug into my ſhell again. 


-= Town. 
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Town. That he may directly pop upon you. The 
trunk will be the firſt place he will examine. have 
you no preſence of mind ? You fit for an intrigue ! 

Plat. What ſhall I do? 
: Town, Fear not, you ſhall be inviſible i th is very 

t. : FIT 
7% What do you mean? he's juſt at the door. 
You intend to diſcover me. . 

Town. Miſtruſt me not: You ſhall walk out be. 
fore his face at that very door, though he bring in a 
Hundred ſpies, and not one of them ſhall perceive 


ou. 

Plat. Don't trifle. Are you mad? [knocking at 
the door.) Nay, now tis too late. 

Town, Arm thyſelf with flounces, and fortify 
thyſelf with whalebone ; enter beneath the cupulo of 
this petticoat. 

Plat, The beſt ſecurity in the world! an old 
fellow has ſeldom any thing to do beneath that cir- 
cumferance. | 

Town, No more but under it immediately. 

[DPlotarell goes under it. 
Thus Venus, when approaching foes aſſail, 
Shields ber Eneas with a ſilken weil. 


Enter Foss1LE, | 


 Tawwnu. O my dear you come opportunely. How 
do you like my fancy in this new petticoat ? there is 


ſomething init ſo odd! 


Fo. You have another in your cheſt much odder. 
J want to ſee that. 
Town. How jaunty the flounces'! 
Fof. Ay, tis plain ſhe would lure me from the 
cheſt ; there I ſhall find him, [afar 
Town. The lace! the fringe ! 
Fo/. All this is nothing to the embroider'd ſattin. 
Prithee, my dear, give me the key. 


Tony, 
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Toros. Sure never was any thing ſo prettily diſ- 


poſed. Obſerve but the air of it: So degagee / But 


the lining is-ſo charming. 


[She walli to the door, and Foffile to the trunk. 
Plotabell kiſses her out of the top of the petti- 
coat, and then goes off. ] 


[4s Foffile is cautiouſly opening the trunk with his 


word drawn, Townley comes up to hi m.] 


What, more of your frolicks, Mr, Foſſile. What 
time of the moon is this ? 

Foſ. This Underplot is a confounded villain, he 
would make mejealous of an honeſt civil gentleman, 
only for an opportunity to cuckold me himſelf. [ad-] 
Come, my dear, forget all that is paſt. I knoõ - 


I have proved thee virtuous. But prithee, love, leave 


me a moment; ] expect ſome Egyptian rarities. 
= [Exeunt ſeverally, 
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ACT v. 


Enter Foss1LE with a vial in his hand. 


Fo. HIS is all we have for the flying dragon ſo 

celebrated by antiquity. A cheap pur- 
chaſe! It coſt me but fifteen guineas. But the Jew 
-made it up in the butterfly and the ſpider. 


| Enter two porters bearing a Mummy. 


Oh! here's my mummy. Set him down. Tm 
in haſte. Tell captain Bantam, I'll talk with him at 
the coffee-houſe. [Exit porters, 


Enter two porters bearing an Alligator, 


A moſt ſtupendous animal! ſet him down, 

[Exit porters. 
Poor lady Hippokekoana's convulſions! I believe 
there is fatality in it, that Ican never get to her. Who 
can I truſt my houſe to in my abſence? Were my 
wife as chaſte as Lucretia, who knows what an un- 
lucky minute may bring forth! In cuckoldom, the 
art of attack is prodigiouſly improved beyond the art 
of defence. So far it is manifeſt, Underplot has a 
deſign upon my honour. For the eaſe of my mind, 
I 2 lock up my wife in this my muſæum, till my 
return - * 


Enter 


we.” 


er 
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Enter TowNnLEY, and SARSNET. 


You will find ſomething here, my dear, to divert 
yourſelf. | | 

Town. H hate the ſight of theſe ſtrange creatures; 
but ſince I am Mr. Foſſiles wife, I ſhall endeavour to 
conquer my averſion. | 

Fah. Thou may'ſt ſafely be here to day, my 
dear ; to-morrow thou ſhouldſt no more enter this 
room than a peſt-houſe. Tis dangerous for women 
that are impregnated. But poor lady Hippokekoana 
ſuffers all this while. 


Exit Foſſile with a hey in his hand. 


Town. Since he has lock'd me in, to be even with 
him, I'll bolt him out. os a | 


[L [Photawell dreſs'd like a Mummy, comes forward. 


Thus trav'ling far from his Egyptian tomb, 
* Thy 5 7 ſalutes his C46 8. 
Town. Thus Cleopatra, in deſiring arms, 
Receives her Anthon) But prithee dear pickled 
Hieroglyphic, who ſo ſuddenly could aſſiſt thee with 


this ſhape. 


Plot. The play-houſe can dreſs mummies, bears, 
lions, crocodiles, and all the monſters of Lybia. 
My arms madam are ready to break their paſt-board 
priſon to embrace you. 1 | 

Town. Not ſo haſty. Stay till the jealous fool is 
out of ſight. | 

Plot. Our ill ſtars, and the devil, have brought 
him back ſo often | 

| Toxwn, He can never parry this blow, nor grow 
jealous of his mummy. A mummy is his intimate 


friend. 


Plot. And a man cannot eaſily be cuckolded by : 


any body elſe. 
Town. Here may'ſt thou remain the ornament of 
his ſtudy, and the ſupport of his old age. Thou 
a4 Malt 
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Malt divert his company and be a father to his chil- 
dren. I will bring thee legs of pullets, remnants of 
tarts, and fragments of deſarts. Thou ſhalt be fed 
like Bell and the Dragon, | 

Plot. But madam; before you entertain me as 
your mummy in ordinary; you ought to be acquaint- 
ed with my abilities to diſcharge that office. Let me 
flip off this habit of death, you ſhall find J have ſome 

ſymptoms of life.— Thus Jove within the milk. 

white ſwan compreſs d his Leda. 


[Underplet in the Alligator crawls forward, then 


riſes up and embraces her.] 


Underp. Thus Jove within the ſerpents ſcaly 
| [folds, | 
Twin'd round the Macedonian queen, 
Town. Ah! 2 [ ricks, 
Plot. Fear not, madam. This is my evil genius 
Underplot that ſtill haunts me. How the devil got 
you here ? + gs 
Underp, Why ſhould not the play-houſe lend me 
a crocodile as well as you a mummy? _ | 
Town. How unlucky is this! [A4/fide.] Nay, 1 
don't know but I may have twenty lovers in this 
collection. You ſnakes, ſharks, monkeys, and 
mantygers, ſpeak, and put in your claim before it is 
too late, 
Dnderp. Mr. Mummy, your humble ſervant; the 
lady is pre- engag d. 
Plot. Pray, Mr. Crocodile, let the lady make 
her own choice. 
Underp. Crocodile as I am, I muſt be treated with 
common humanity. You can't, madam, diſown the 
meſſage you ſent me. — 
Tewn. Well! ye pair of Egyptian lovers, agree 
this matter between you, and I will acquit myſelf 
like a perſon of hpnour to you both, 


Plot. 


chil- 
ts of 
fed 


e as 
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kiſs, to my embrace ? 


Plot. Madam! If I don't love you above all 
your ſex, may I be baniſh'd the ſtudies of virtuo- 
ſo's; and ſmoak'd like dutch beef in a chimney —— 

Underp. If I don't love you more than that ſtale 
mummy, may I never more be proclaim'd at a ſhow 
of monſters, by the ſound of a glaſs-trumpet. 

Plot. May I be ſent to *Pothecary's-hall, and 
beat up into venice treacle for the fleet and the army, 
if this heart 1 N 

Underp May I be ſtuff d with ſtraw, and given to 
a mountebank, if this ſoul : 

Plot. Madam I am a human creature, Tafte my 
balſamick kiſs. 3 | 

Underp. A lover in ſwadling-clouts! What is his 


Plot. Look upon me, madam. See how I am 
embroider'd with hieroglyphicks. 
Underp. Conſider my beautiful row of teeth, 
Plot. My balmy breath. | 
Underp. The ſtrong joints of my back. 
Plot. My ered ſtature. 
Underp. My long tail. | 
Toaun. Such a conteſt of beauty! How ſhall I 
decide it ? | 2 f 
Plot. Take me out of my ſhell, madam, and III 
make you a preſent of the kernel. | 
Underp. Then I muſt be upon a level with him, 
and be uncrocodil'd, | 
Town. Keep both of you your ſhapes, and we are 
in no fear of a ſurprize from the doctor: If you un- 
caſe, his preſence would undo us. Sure never was any 
thing ſo unlucky—1 hear his foot - ſteps; quick to 
your poſts. | | 


[emmy and Crocodile run to their places, 


Enter 
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Enter Foss ILE, Dr. NavTiLvs, and Dr. 
PossUM. 


Naut, Much joy to the learned Dr. Foſſile. To 
have a mummy, an alligator, and a wife, all in one 
day, is too great happineſs for mortal man! | 

Pofſ. This an alligator! Alack a day, brother 
Nautilus, this is a mere lizard, an eft, a ſhrimp to 
mine, | | 
Naut. How improving would it be to the female 
underſtanding, if the cloſets of the ladies were fur- 
niſh'd, or, as I may ſay, ornamented and embelliſh'd 
with preſerv'd butterflies, and beautiful ſhells, inſtead 
of China jars, and abſurd Indian pictures. 

Town. Now for a ſtratagem to bring off my un- 
ſucceſsful pair of gallants. | [ 4/ide. 

| [Exit Townley. 
Faß. Ah, Dr. Nautilus, how have I languiſh'd for 
your feather of the bird Porphyrion ! | 

Naut. But your dart of the Mantichora ! 

Fa, Your haft of the antediluvian trowel, un- 
queſtianably the tool of one of the Babel maſons ! 

3 What's that to your fragment of Seth's 

ilar ? | | 
: Po. Gentlemen, I affirm J have a greater curio- 
ſity than all of them. I have an entire leaf of Noah's 
journal aboard the ark, that was hewen out of a 
porphyry pillar in Palmyra. 


[Foffile opens the caſe of the mummy. 


Naut. By the formation of the muſcular parts of 
the viſage, I conjecture that this mummy is male, | 
| Poſ. Male, brother! I am ſorry to obſerve your 
Ignorance of the ſymetry of a human body. Do but 
obſerve the projection of the hip; beſides, the bloom 
upon the face; tis a female beyond all contradicton. 


Peg. 


Ar ER MARRIAGE 189 


Foſ. Let us have no raſh diſpute, brothers; but 
proceed methodically=——— Behold the vanity of man- 
kind! [pointing to the mummy.) Some Ptolemy per- 
haps ! | 

8 Who by his pyramid and pickle thought to 
ſecure to himſelf death immortal. 

Feſ. His pyramid, alas! is now but a wainſcot 


Paſ. And his pickle can ſcarce raiſe him to the 
dig nity of a collar of brawn. 5 

Foſ. Pardon me, Dr. Poſſum : The muſzum of 
the curious is a Jaſting monument, And | think it 
no degradation to a dead perſon of quality, to bear 
the rank of an anatomy in the learned world. 

Naut. By your favour, Dr. Poſſum, a collar of 
brawn! I affirm, he is better to be taken inward- 


y than a collar of brawn, 


Feſ. An excellent medicine ! he is hot in the ſirſt- 
degree, and exceeding powerful in ſome diſeaſes of 
women. 8 

Naut. Right, Dr. Foſſile; for your Aſphaltion. 

Poſ.. Pice-Aſphaltus, by your leave. | 
Naut. By your leave, doctor Poſſum, I ſay, Af. 
phaltion. | : 

Po/. And I poſitively ſay, Pice-Aſphaltus. 

' Naut, If you had read Dioſcorides or Pliny —- 

Poſſ. I have read Dioſcorides. And I do afhrm 
Pice-Aſphaltus. : ' + 2 411 7. ab 

Faß. Be calm, Gentlemen. Both of you handle 
this argument with great learning, judgment, and 
perſpicuity. For the preſent, I beſeech you to con- 
cord, and turn your ſpeculations on my alligator. 

Poſſ. The ſkin is impenetrable even to a ſword, 

Naut. Dr. Poſſum I will ſhow you the contrary. 

| | [ Draaus bis ſeuord. 

4 In the mean time I will try the mummy with 
this knife, on the point of which you. ſhallſmell the 
pitch, and be convinc'd that it is the Pice-Aſpbaltus. 
"2 . [Takes up a rufly knife. 


Fog. 
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Fg. Hold, Sir: You will not only deface my 
mummy, but ſpoil my Roman ſacrificing - Knife. 


Enter TownLtsy. 


Town, I muſt lure them from this experiment, or 
we are diſcover'd. [ A/ide. 
[She looks through a teleſcope. 
What do I-ſee !! moſt prodigious! a ſtar as broad as 
the moon in the day-time ! | 
| | [The doctors go to her, 
Pe. Only a halo about the ſun, I ſuppoſe. 
Naut. Your ſuppoſitions, doctor, ſeem to be 
groundleſs. Let me make my obſervation. 
[Nautilus and Poſſum ſtruggle to look firſt. 
Town, Now for your eſcape : | 
| [To Phtwell and Underplot. 
[They run to the door, but find it lock d. 
_ Underp, What an unlucky dog I am 
Town, Quick. Back to your poſts, Don't move, 


and rely upon me. I have ſtill another artiſice. 


[They run back to their places, 
| £4 [Exit Townley. 
Naxt, I can eſpy no celeſtial body but the ſun. 
PojJ. Brother Nautilus, your eyes are ſomewhat 
dim; your fight is not fit for aſtronomical obſer- 
vations. | 5 
Fog. Is the focus of the glaſs right? hold gentle - 
men, I ſee it; about the bigneſs of Jupiter. | 
N No phenomenon offers itſelf to my ſpecu- 
10n 3 n : a 
3 Point over yonder chimney. Directly 
__ = 
Naut. Thitherward, begging your pardon, Dr. 
Poſlum, I affirm to be the north. 
Faß. Eat. 
- Poſſ. South. | 
_ Naut. North. Alas! what an ignorant thing 
in vanity !' I. was juſt making a reflection on the 
| Ignorance 


my 


co 


Mummy, this crocodile ? 
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_ Ignorance of my brother Poſſum, in the nature of 


the crocodile. | | 
Poſ. Firſt, brother Nautilus, convince yourſelf 
of the compoſition of the mummy. | 
Naut. I will inſure your alligator from any da- 
mage. His ſkin I affirm once more to be impenetra- 
ble. | | [ draws his ſavord. 
Pofſ. I will not deface any hieroglyphick. | 
[Goes to the mummy with the knife. 
Fofſ. I never oppoſe a luciferous experiment. It 


is the beaten nighway to truth. 


FPhtevell and Underplot leap. from their places 3 the 
doctors are frighted.] 


Faß. Speak, I conjure thee. Art thou the ghoſt 
of ſome murder'd Egyptian monarch 2. 

Naut. A rational queſtion to a mummy ! But this 
monſter can be no leſs than the devil himſelf, for cro- 
codiles don't walk. 


Enter TownLEY and CLI XET. 


| | Toconley auhiſpers Clinkee. 
Fo. Gentlemen, wonder at nothing within theſe 


walls; for ever ſince I was married, nothing has 


2 to me in the common courſe of human 
life. | 

Clink. Madam, without a compliment, you have 
a fine imagination. The maſquerade of the mummy 
and crocodile is extremely juſt; I would not rob you 
of the merit of the invention, yet fince you make me 
the compliment, I ſhall be proud to take the whole 
contrivance of this maſquerade upon myſelf. [To 
Tawnley.) Sir, be acquainted with my maſque- 
Traders. > [To Foffile. 
Fol. Thou female imp of Appollo, more miſchiev- 
ous than Circe, who fed gentlemen of the army in 
a hog's-ſtye! What mean you by theſe gambols ? this 


Clink . 
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Clint. Only a little mummery, uncle? 

Fofs What an outragious conceit is this!] had you 
contented yourſelf with the metamorphoſis of Jupiter, 
our ſkill in the claſſicks might have prevented our 
terror. : 
 Clirk. I glory in the fertility of my invention the 
more, that it 1s beyond the imagination of a pagan 
deity. Beſides, it is form'd upon the vrayſemblance ; 
for I know you had a mummy and a crocodile to be 
brought home. | 

Foſ. Dr. Nautilus is an infirm tender gentleman ; 
I wiſh the ſudden concuſſion of his animal ſpirits may 
not kindle him into a fever. I myſelf, I muſt confeſs, 
have an extreme palpitation. 

Clink. Dear uncle, be pacified. We are both of 
us the votaries of our great maſter Appollo. To you | 
he has aſſign'd the art of healing: Me he has taught 
to fing ; why then ſhould we jangle in our kindred 
faculties ? 

Fo/. Appollo, for ought I know, may be a very 
fine perſon ; but this I am very ſure of, that the {kill 
he has given all his phyficians is not ſufficient to cure 
the madneſs of his poets. | | 

Po. Hark ye, brother Foſſile? Your Crocodile 
has proved a human creature, I with your wife may 
not prove a crocodile. 

Naut. Hark ye, brother Foſſile! Your mummy, 
as you were ſaying, ſeemeth to be hot in the firſt 
degree, and is powerful in ſome diſcaſes of women. 
[Exit Nautilus and Poſium. 

Fioſ. You diabolical performers of my niece's maſ- 
querade, will it pleaſe you to follow thoſe gentle- 
men? 3 

Clint. Nay, Sir, you ſhall ſee them dance firft. 
Foſ. Dance! the devil! bring me hither a ſpit, a 
fire-fork, I'll try whether the monſters are impenetra- 
ble or no. | 

Plotav. J hope, Sir, you will not expoſe us to the 
fury of the mob, fince we came here upon ſo courte- 


ous a defign. 
. Fo). 


* 
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Faq. Good courteous Mr. Mummy, without more 


ceremony, will it pleaſe you to retire to your ſubter - 


raneous habitation. And you Mr. Crocodile, about 
your buſineſs this moment, or you ſhall change yout 
Nile for the next — | | 


Clint. Spare my maſqueraders. | 
Underp. Let it never be ſaid that the famous Dr. 


Foſſile, ſo renowned for his charity to monſters, 
ſhould violate the laws of hoſpitality, and turn a poor 
alligator naked into the ſtreet. | 
Faq. Depoſite your exuvig then, and aſſume your 
human ſhape. | 
Underp. For that I muſt beg your excuſe. A gentle- 


man would not chuſe to be known in theſe frolicks. 


Fos. Then out of my doors. here footman, out 


'with him ; out, thou hypocrite, of an alligator. 


[ Underplot is turn d out. 
Sir, the reſpe& I have for catacombs and pyramids, 
will not protect you. 


Enter Pxux. 


Prue. Sir, Sir, lock your doors, or elſe all your 
monſters will run home again to the Indies. Your 
crocodile yonder has made his eſcape ; if he get but to 


Somerſet water-gate, he 15 gone for ever. 
[ Exit Prue, 


Enter a Footmang 


Foot. The herbwoman ſwore ſhe knew him to be 


the devil, for ſhe had met him one dark night in St. 
Pulchre's church-yard; then the monſter call'd a 
coach, methought with the voice of a chriſtian ; but 
a ſailor that came by ſaid he might be a crocodile for 
all that, for crocodiles could cry like children, and 
was for killing him 8 for they were good to 

eat 


[A noiſe of mob æuithin. 
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eat in Egypt, but the conſtable cry'd take him alive, 
for what if he be an Egyptian, he is ſtill the king's 
ſubject. Ex. footman, 
| [2 noiſe of mob within, 


Enter PrvE. 


Prue. 'Then he was hurry'd a way by the mob. A 
bull-dog ran away with fix joints of his tail, and the 
claw of his near foot before: At laſt by good fortune, 
to ſave his life, he fell in with the Hockley in the 
Hole bull and bear ; the maſter claim'd him for his 
monſter, and ſo he is now attended by a vaſt mob, very 
ſolemnly marching to Hockley in the Hole, with the 
bear in his front, the bull in his rear, and a monkey 
.upon each ſhoulder, | 

Town Mr. Mummy, you had beſt draw the cur- 
tains of your chair, or the mob's reſpe& for the dead 
will ſcarce protect you. | 

[Exit Plotavell in a chair. 

Clink. My concern for him obliges me to go ſee 
that he gets off ſafe, left any further miſchief befalls 
the perſons of our maſque. [ Exit Clinket. 

Fof. Sweetly, Horace. Nunquam ſatis, and ſo 
forth. A man can never be too cautious. Madam, 
fit down by me. Pray how long is it ſince you and J 
have been married ? 

Town, Near three hours, Sir. | 

Feſ. And what anxieties has this time produc'd ? 
the dangers of divorce! calumniatory letters! lewd 
fellows introduc'd by my niece! groundleſs jealouſies 
on both ſides! even thy virginity put to the touch- 
ſtone! but this laſt danger I plung'd thee in myſelf ; 
to leave thee in the room with two ſuch robuſt young 
fellows. | BS | 

Town. Ay, with two young fellows! but my 
dear, I know you did it ignorantly. ed 

Fo/. This is the firſt bleſt minute of repoſe that 
1 have.enjoy'd in matrimony. Doſt thou know an 

| reaſon 
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reaſon, my dear, why J have choſen thee of all wo- 
mankind ? 

Town. My face, perhaps. 


Fe. No. 
Town, My wit? 
Fo. No. 


Town, My virtue and good humour. 

Fo/. No. But for the natural conformity of our 
conſtitutions. Becauſe thou art hot and moiſt in the 
third degree, and I myſelf cold and dry in the firſt. 

Town. And ſo nature has coupled us like the e- 


lements. 


Fy/. Thou haſt nothing to do but to ſubmit thy 
conſti:ution to my regimen. | 

Town. You ſhall find me obedient in all things. 

Fo. It is ſtrange, yet certain, that the intellects 
of the infant depend upon the ſuppers of the parents. 
Diet muſt be preſcrib'd. 

Tcaun. So the wit of one's poſterity is determin'd 
by the choice of one's cook. 

Fo. Right. You may obſerve how French 
cooks, with their high ragouſts, have contaminated 
our plain Engliſh underſtandings. Our ſupper to 
night is extracted from the beſt authors. How de- 


lightful is this minute of tranquility! my ſoul is at 


eaſe. How happy ſhalt thou make me! thou ſhalt 
bring me the fineſt boy ! | 
| [4 knocking at the door, 

No mortal ſhall enter theſe doors this day. [4noch- 
ing again.] Oh, it muſt be the news of poor lady 
Hippokekoana's death. Poor woman! ſuch is the 
condition of life, ſome die, and ſome are born, and 
I ſhall now make ſome reparation for the mortality of 
my patients by the fecundity of my wife. My dear 
thou ſhalt bring me the fineſt boy ! 


. Enter footman. 


Foor, Sir, here's a ſeaman from Deptford muſt 
needs ſpeak with you. | 
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F://. Let him come in. One of my retale Indi- 
an merchants, I ſuppoſe, that always brings me ſome 
odd _ 


Enter failor with a child. 


What haſt thou brought me, friend, a young 


drill ? 
Sail, Look ye d'ye ſee, maſter, you __ beſt 


whether a monkey begot him. 


Fefſ. A meer human child. 

Tæaun. Thy careleſineſs, Sarſnet, has expoſed me, 
I am loſt and ruin'd. O heav'n! heavin! No, impu- 
dence aſſiſt me. | [IAlide. 

Fog. Is the child monſtrous? or doſt thou bring 


him here to take phyſick ? 


Sail. J care not what he takes ſo you take 


him. 
Fe. What does the fellow wean ? 
Sail Fellow me no fellows. My name is Jack 


Capſtone of Deptford, and are net you the man 


that has the raree-ſhow of oyſter-ſhells and — 


ſtones ? 

Fo. What if T am ? 

Sail. Why, then my invoice is right, I muſt leave 
my cargo here. 

Town. Miſerable woman \ that Iam! how ſhall I 
ſupport this ſight ! thy baſtard brought into thy family 


as ſoon as thy bride! 


Foſ. Patience, patience, I beſeech you. Indeed I 
have no poſterity. 

Town. You laſcivious brute you. 

Fo. Paſſion is but the tempeſtuous cloud that 
obſcures reaſon; be calm and I'll convince you. 
Friend, how come you to bring the infant hi- 
ther? 

Sail. My wife, poor woman, could give him 
ſuck no longer, for ſhe died yeſterday morning. 
There's a long account, maſter. It was hard to trace 


him to the fountain-head. I ſteer' d my courſe 1 
ne 


di- 


eſt 


le- 
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lane to lane, I ſpoke to twenty old women, and at 
laſt was directed to a ribbon-ſhop in Covent-Garden, 
and they ſent me hither, and ſo take the bantling and 


pay me his clearings. [Offers him the child. 


Fof. I ſhall find law for you, firrah. Call my 
neighbour Poſſum, he is a juſtice of peace, as well as 
a phyſician, 

Town. Call the man back. If you have commit- 


ted one folly, don't expoſe yourſelf by a ſecond. 


Sail. The gentlewoman ſays well. Come, ma- 
ſter, we all know that there is no boarding a pretty 
wench, without charges one way or other ; you are 4 
doctor, mafler, and have no ſurgeons bills to pay; 
and ſo can the better afford it. 

Town. Rather than you ſhould bring a ſcandal on 
your character, I will ſubmit to be a kind mother- 
in-law. ED, 


Enter Juſtice Poſſum, and Clerk. 
Feſ. Mr. juſtice Poſſum, for now I muſt ſo call 


you, not brother Poſſum ; here is a troubleſome fel- 
low with a child, which he would leave in my 


| houſe. 


Pof. Another man's child? he cannot in law. 

Foſ. It ſeemeth to me to be a child unlawfully 
begotten. 5 

Poſ. A baſtard! who does he lay it to? 

Fo/. To our family. 

Poſ. Your family, quatenus a family, being a body 
collective, cannot get a baſtard. Is this child a baſtard, 
honeſt friend ? 

Sail. I was neither by when his mother was 
ſtow'd, nor when ſhe was unladen ; whether he be- 
long to a fair trader, or be run goods, I cannot tell: 
In ſhort here I was ſent, and here I will leave him. 

Poſ. Doſt thau know his mother, friend? 

: Sail. I am no midwife, maſter ; I did not ſee him 
orn. 


8 3 


Pof. 
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Po/. You had beſt put up this matter, doctor. A 
man of your years, when he has been wanton, cannot 
be too cautious. | 

Fe. This is all from the purpoſe. I was married 
this morning at ſeven; let any man in the leaſt ac- 
quainted with the powers of nature, judge whether 
that human creature could be conceiv'd and brought 
to maturity in one forenoon. | | 

Poj. This is but talk, doctor Foſſile. It is well 
for you, though I ſay it, that you have fallen into the 
hands of a perſon, who has ſtudy'd the civil and ca- 
non law in the point of baſtardy. The child is et- 
ther yours or not yours. 

FoJ. My child, Mr. Juſtice! 

Po/. Look ye, doctor Foſſile, you confound filia- 
tion with legitimation. Lawyers are of opinion, 
that filiation is neceſſary to legitimation, but not e 
contra. | 2 | (The child cries 

Te. J would not ſtarve any of my own ſpecies, 
get the infant ſome water-pap. But Mr. Juſtice 

Poj. The proofs, I ſay, doctor, of filiation are 


five. Nomination enunciatively pronounc'd, ſtrong 


preſumptions, and circumſtantial proofs— 

Fo}. What is all this to me? I tell you I know 
nothing of the child. 

Pei. Signs of paternal piety, ſimilitude of fea- 
tures, and commerce with the mother. And firſt of 
the firſt, nomination. Has the doctor ever been 
heard to call the infant, ſon ? 

Toxwn. He has call'd him child, fince he came in- 
to this room. You have indeed, Mr. Foffile. 

Po. Bring hither the dector's great bible. Let 
us examine in the blank leaf whether he be enroll'd 


among the reſt of his children. 


Foj. I tell you, I never had any children. I ſhall 
grow diſtracted, I ſhall 

Po/. But did you give any orders againſt regiſtring 
the child by the name of Foſlile ? 

Fofſ. How was it poſlivle ? 


Po/. 
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| Pof. Set down that, clerk. He did not prohibit 

the regiſtring the child in his own name, We our 
ſelves have obſerved one ſign of fatherly tendernels ; 
clerk, ſet down the water-pap he order'd juſt now. 
Come we may | 

Fo. What a jargon is this! 

Po. Come we now, I ſay, to that which the 
lawyers call magnum nature argumentum, ſimilitude 
of features. Bring hither the child, friend; Dr. 
Foſſile, look upon me. The unequal circle of the 
infant's face, ſomewhat reſembles the inequality of 
the circumference of vour countenance ; he has alſo 
the vituline or calf-like concavity of the profile of 
your viſage. | 

„„ 

P/. And he is ſomewhat beetle-brow'd, and his 


noſe will riſe with time to an equal prominence with 


the doctor's. | | = 

Town. Indeed he has ſomewhat of your noſe Mr. 
Foſſile. 5 | 

Fofſ. Ridiculous ! 

Town. The child is comely. 

Poſ. Conſider the large aperture of his mouth. 

Sail. Nay, the tokens are plain enongh. I have 
the fellow of him at home; but my wife told me 


two days ago, that this with the wall-eye and ſplay- 


foot belong'd to you, Sir. | 


[Prue runs a-crojs the flage wwith a letier, which 


Foffile fnatches from her. 


Fo. Whither are you going ſo faſt, huſſy? I will 
examine every thing within theſe walls. [Eat Prue.} 
[reads.] For Richard Plotwell, eſq; This letter 
unravels the whole affair: As ſhe is an unfortunate 
relation of mine, I muſt beg you would act with 
diſcretion. : [ Gives Poſcum tbe letter. 
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Poſ. [reads] * Sir, the child which you father'd 
is return'd back upon my hands. Your Drury-lane 
friends have treated me with ſuch rudeneſs, that 
they told me in plain terms I ſhould be damn'd. 
How unfortunate ſoever my offspring is, I hope 
you at leaſt will defend the reputation of the un- 


happy 
| © Phoebe Clinket. 


. 


—As you ſay, doctor, the caſe is too plain; e- 
very circumſtance hits. 


Enter CLINKET. 


Clink, Tis very uncivil, Sir, to break open one's 


letters. | 
Foſ. Would I had not; and that the contents of 
it had been a ſecret to me and all mankind for ever. 
Wretched creature, to what a miſerable condition has 
thy poetry reduc'd thee ! | 
Clink. I am not in the leaſt mortified with the ac- 


cident. I know it has happen'd to many of the moſt 


famous daughters of Apollo; and to myſelf ſeveral 
times. . | 
Fofj. J am thunderſtruck at her impudence ! ſeve- 
ral times h 

Clint. I have had one returned upon my hands e- 


very winter for theſe five years paſt. I may perhaps be 
excell'd by others in judgment and correctneſs of man- 


ners, but for fertility and readineſs of eonception, I 
will yield to nobody. | 


Fofj. Bleſs me, whence had ſhe. this Iuxuriant 


| conſtitution ! 


Poſ. Patience, Sir. Perhaps the lady may be 


married. 


Town. Tis infamous, Mr. Foſſile, to keep her in 


your houſe; yet though you turn her out of doors, 
uſe her with ſome humanity ; I will take care of the 


child. | 
= Clink. 
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Clink. I can find no Denouwement of all this con- 
verſation, Where is the crime, I pray, of writing a 


_—_ ? I ſent it to Drury-Lane houſe to be acted; 
an 


here it is return'd by the wrong gout of the 
actors. 

Poſ. This incident has ſomewhat embarraſſed us. 
But what mean you here, madam, by this expreſſion ? 
Your offspring. | | 

Clink, My tragedy, the offspring of my brain. 
One of his majeſty's juſtices of the peace, and not 
underſtand the uſe of the metaphor ! | 

Poſ. Doctor, you have uſed much artifice, and 
many demurrers ; but the child muſt lie at your door 


at laſt, Friend, ſpeak plain what thou knoweſt of 


this matter, 
Fah. Let me relate my ſtory. This morning, I 


married this lady, and brought her from her lodgings, 


at Mrs. Chambers's, in King-ſtreet, Covent-Garden. 


Sail. Mrs. Chambers! To that place I was di- 


rected, where liv'd the maid that put the bantling out 
to be nurs'd by my wife for her lady; and who ſhe. 
was, tis none of our buſineſs to enquire, 

Poj. Doſt thou know the name of this maid ?. 

Sail. Let me confider——Luteſtring. 

Fo. Sarſnet, thou mean'ſt. 

Sail, Sarſnet, that's right, _ 

Town, [I'll turn her out of my houſe this moment, 
Filthy creature ! | 

Po/. The evidence is plain. You have cohabita- 
tion with the mother, doctor, currat lex. And you 
muſt keep the child. 


Fa. Your decree is unjuſt, Sir. and I'll ſeek my 


remedy at law. As I never was eſpouſed, I never had 
carnal knowledge of any woman; and my wife, 
ang Suſanna 'Townley, 1s a pure virgin at this hour 
or me, 


Paf. 
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Poſ. Suſanna Townley! Suſannah Townley ! 


Look how runs the warrant you drew up this morn- 


ing. 
[Clerk gives him à paper. 


Madam, a word in private with you. [whiſpers her] 
Doctor, my Lord Chief Juſtice has ſome buſineſs 
with this lady. | | 

1 My Lord Chief Juſtice buſineſs with my 
wife! | 

Po/. To be plain with you, doctor Foſſile, you 
have for theſe three hours entertain'd another man's 
wife. Her huſband, lieutenant Bengal, is juſt re- 
turned from the Indies, and this morning took out a 
warrant from me for an elopement; it will be more 
for your credit to part with her privately, than to 
ſuffer her publickly to be carried off by a tipſtaff. 

FofJſ. Surprizing have been the events of this day; 
but this, the ſtrangeſt of all, ſettles my future repoſe. 


Let her go—T have not diſhonoured the bed of lieute- 


nant Bengal Hark ye friend ! Do you follow her 
with that badge of her infamy. 

Poſ. By your favour, doctor, I never reverſe my 
judgment. The child is yours: for it cannot belong 
to a man who has been three years abſent in the Eaſt- 
Indies. Leave the child. 

Sail. I find you are out of humour, maſter. So 
III call to-morrow for his clearings. 


[Sailor lays down the child, and exit with Pof- 
ſum, Clerk, and Toaunley.] | 


Clink. Uncle, by this day's adventure, every one 


has got ſomething. Lieutenant Bengal has got his 
wife again; you a fine child; and I a plot for a co- 
medy ; and [I'll this moment ſet about it. 
| ; [Exit Clinket. 
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Fe. What muſt be, muſt be. [zakes up the 
child.) Foſſile, thou didſt want poſterity : Here be- 
hold thou haſt it. A wife thou didſt not want; thou 
haſt none. But thou art careſſing a child that is not 
thy own. What then? a thouſand, and a thou- 
ſand huſbands are doing the ſame thing this very 


inſtant ; and the knowledge of truth is deſirable, and 


makes thy caſe the better, What ſignifies whether 
a man beget his child or not ? How rediculous is the 
act itſelf, ſaid the great emperor Antoninus ! I now 
look upon myſelt as a Roman citizen ; it is better 
that the father ſhould adopt the child, than that the 


wife ſhould adopt the father. 
[Exit F. offile, 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoke by Mrs, OI DPIEL p. 


7 hed E ancient Epilogue, as criticks write, 
Mas, Clap your hands, excuſe us, and good-night. 
The modern alauays was a kind eſſay 
To reconcile the audience to the play: 
More paliſh'd, we of late have learn'd to fly 
At parties, treaties, nations, miniſtry. 
Our author more genteelly leawes theſe brawl 
To coffee-hauſes, and to coblers ftalls. 
His very monſters are of favcet condition, 
None but the Crocodile's a politician ; 
He reaps the bliſſings of his double nature, 
And, Trimmer like, can live on land or water : 
Yet this ſame mon ſter ou d be kindly treated, 
He lik'd @ lady's fleſh moe but not to eat it. 
As for my other ſpark, my favourite Mummy, 
His feats were ſuch, ſmart youths ! as might become yes 
Dead as he ſeem'd, he had ſure figns of life ; 
His hieroglyphicks pleas'd the dofor's wife. 
Whom can our well-bred poeteſs diſpleaſe à 
She writ like quality———with wwond"rous eaſe : 
All her offence was harmleſs want of wit ; 
I that a crime ye powers, preſerve the pit. 
My doctor too, to give the devil his due, | 
When every creature did bis, pouſc purſue, 


7 Men 


— 


Fel LO GU. 
(Men ſound in living, Bury d fleſh, dry d fig, 


Was e en as civil as a wife could wiſh. 
Yet be was ſomewhat ſaucy with his wiol ; 
What ! put young maids to that unnat'ral trial! 

So hard a teſt! why, if you netds will make it, 
Faith, let us marry firft, and then we'll take'it} 
Who could be angry, though like Foſſils teax d? 
Conſider, in three hours, the man was cas dl. 

How many of you are for life beguil'd, 

And keep as well the mother, as the child! 
None but a Tar could be fo tender-hearted, 

To claim a wife that had been three years parted; 
Would you do this, my friends believe me, newer: 
When modiſbly you part je part for ever, 
Join then your voices, be the play excuſd 

For once, though no one living is abus'd; 

To that bright circle that commands our dutigs, 

To you ſuperior eighteen-penny beauties, 

To the lacd hat and cockard of the pit, 

To all, in one word, we our cauſe ſubmit, 

I bo think good breeding is à· kin to Wit. 
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The Publiſher's 


Advertiſement to this 
Edition. 


HE following Key with the Letter 

annexed, was ſent me from my 
Correſpondent in London; which came too 
late to the Engliſh Editor, to be printed 
with that Edition. As the Squabble be- 
tween Cibber and Gay behind the Scenes of 
the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, at that 
Time, was very well known; we imagine 
the reader will not be diſpleaſed to have 
a particular Account of it, now, firſt ad- 


ded to this Dublin Edition. 
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New COMEDY, Sc. 


To Sir H. M. 
My Friend, | 25 


O U have ſent me a long letter to perſuade me 
* to an undertaking I cannot think» myſelf capa- 
ble of executing ; therefore, I muſt call it worſe to 
me than an Egyptian bondage ! My frequenting the 
Theatre (you ſay) I make my favourite amuſement— 
I confeſs it I think it a rational, inſtructive, and 
moſt pleaſurable one, of all thoſe this great city af- 
fords : Where can a man paſs three hours of his idle 
time better? however, 1 never enter the houſe as a 
critick, and therefore find myſelf unequal to the taſk 
you have impoſed upon me; yet notwithſtanding, I 
will venture. But as you make uſe of this old ſen- 
tence in your letter, 

Ut clavis partam, fic pandit Epiſtale pectum. 

I ſhall divide (as parſons do their pulpit orations) my 
matter into three parts. Firſt then I ſhall give you 
my own thoughts, which I believe concur with 

| . at 
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at leaſt three parts of the audience. So I ſhall un- 
lock (according to your motto) my breaſt, and teil 
you all I know or think concerning this affair. 


2dly. I intend to let you know as much as I do; 
at leaſt, all the perſons that are ſatiriz d in this merry 
drama, | | | 


adly, And laſtly, without the leaſt favour, 1 
ſhall diſcover according to my judgment, from 
whence they have borrowed, or bordered upon any 


likeneſs from any other dramatick piece within ny 


knowledge. 


Now as to the FigsT article. The expectation of 
all lovers of the drama, were rais'd to the higheſt 
1 from the great reputation of the authors, (the 

riumvir, as they were call'd,) Pope, Gay, and 
Arbuthnot. I went to the Theatre the firſt night, 
but could not find the leaſt room; every door that 
was opened to me, diffus'd more heat than a baker's 


oven, or the mouth of a glaſs-houſe. The next 


morning, I ſtroll'd to ſeveral coffee-houſes, where I 


knew the wits and criticks met like ſurgeons, to dif. 
ſect the body of any new piece; but I found more o- 
pinions among them, than there are ſectaries in the 
world: S0 I reſolv'd to venture a ſweating the next 


evening, and be my own judge. When I came to 


the Theatre, I found it crowded as the night before, 
but fortunately got a ſeat in the boxes among ſome of 
my acquaintance. | 

Wilk's ſpoke the prologue with his uſual vivacityand 
applauſe ! but he had no ſooner ended, and thrown the 
fool's cap on the ſtage. f but the ſtorm began, ard 
the criticks muſick of cat-calls join'd in the chorus, — 
The play was acted like a ſhip toſt in a tempeſt; yet 
notwithſtanding, through thoſe clouds of confuſion 


and uproar, I, as one of the neutral powers, could 


diſcover a great many paſſages that gave me much ſa- 
: tisfaction 3 


+ See the two laſt lines of the prologue., 


Il 


5 


tisfaction; and while the inimitable Oldfield was 
ſpeaking the epilogue, (who performed the character 


of Mrs. Townley, the doctor's wife) the ſtorm ſub- 


fided—And to ſpeak poetically, my friend 

The billows ſeem'd to ſlumber on the ſhore. 
But when the play was given out for the third night, 
(tho? the benefit of the author was not mention'd) 


the roar burſt out again, like ſudden thunder from 
two meeting clouds ; but I with pleaſure obſerv'd, the 


roar of applauſe overcame and triumph'd. 

I went the third night to the pit, where I ſaw the 
comedy perform'd to a numerous and polite audience 
with general applauſe! as for my own particular 
part, I was extremely delighted. Thus have I un- 
lock'd my own ſentiments concerning this three hours 
after marriage, and expos'd them naked before you. 
And ſo ends the firſt promiſed article of my Key 
Now I fhall proceed to the 


SECOND, wiz. The perſons that are ſtruck at in 
this drama (which has opened ſo many mouths a- 


gainſt it) and the cauſe which drew the ſatirical laſh 


upon them. | 
Poets, that are inſpir'd by Apollo are fo quickly 


- fir'd, that the leaſt touch ſets them in a blaze. The 


Triumvir had been inform'd, that Dr. Foſſile, or Dr. 


Woodward, which you pleaſe ; (for Dr. Woodward 


they mean by Dr. Foſſile) had very conciſely affront- 
ed them all three in one ſpeech, wiz. Pope's eſſay on 
critiſciſm, was plundered from Vida—Gays paſtoral 
lucubrations, were built upon Spencer, and Brown's 
Britania's-paſtorals, publiſhed in the year 1613—and 
Arbuthnot could never be eminent in ſurgery, ſince 
he never ſtudy'd at Paris or Leyden; for in Scot. 
land, he could learn nothing, but to cure the itch. 
So Foſſile appears as the principal character in this lu- 
dicrous drama: He gain'd that title tis ſaid, by 
aſking a man digging in a gravel-pit—if he ever met 
with any Foſſils? the man miſtaking the Word, re- 
ply'd no, nor Spiggot's maſter; for I believe this 


gravel. 
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212 A REY ro Tus” 
gravel-pit was never an ale-cellar yet. Thus have I 
given you all the intelligence I can, why Dr Wood- 
ward is Dr. Foſſile in this comedy. 

The other two phyſicians next in the dramatis per- 
ſonæ, do not, I believe, mean any particular perſons, 

only to ſatirize pretenders, and you — we have too 
many that kill without licenſe. 

Sir Tremendous is meant for that ſnarling, ill- na- 
tur'd critick, Dennis, who fell ſo critically upon Ad- 
diſon, with his billingſgate remarks on Cato ! a grow- 
ler, who never yet lik'd any child of fancy but his 
own! and I muſt declare, all of his offspring that I 
have ſeen, are as ill-ſhap'd, and as hard-favour'd as 
the parent that begot 'em : He ſwells like an inve- 


nom'd reptile, at any thing that gives pleaſure to the 


reſt of the world, while he only torments himſelf ; 
therefore he has truly gain'd the true name of Heau- 
tontimerumenos, 

The two extraordinary lovers, Plotwell, and Un- 
derplot ; there are ſo many of their reſemblance in 
this great town, that we may call them knights of 
the ſhires, who repreſent them all. N 

The two players by their different manner of 
ſpeaking, by thoſe - convers'd with them, 
might be eaſily found to mean Wilk's and Booth. 

Now we have open'd our lock, and ſet to view all 
our men diſplay'd in our three hours after marriage, I 
ſhall proceed to the women, which are but two point- 
ed at in the drama, whatever-may occur in the body. 


of the play, which I ſhall refer to the laſt article of 


my diſcourſe. {do not I my friend talk like your chap- 
lain in the country] on the day between ſaturday and 
monday)? 
Mrs. Townlev, the heroine of our play, I am 
inform'd, does not ſuit the character of Foſſile's real 
wife in the leaſt; for tis ſaid they cannot ſlander that 


Poor woman with any other failing, than that thing ſo 


much out of faſhion call'd virtue ; which ſeems as ridi- 
culous as if a woman of quality ſhould come to court to 
a ball on a birth day, with a black-bever high-crown- 

bat 
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hat on: But they ſay another eminent phyſician's 
wife ſat for that picture; and the painters have done 
her juſtice in all but the cataſtrophe ; for the poor 
man has her till, nor ſeels he yet any pain in the fore- 
head; therefore ſhall be nameleſs, for I think it hard, 
a man's head ſhould be laden, for the lightneſs of his 
wife's heels. Ws EE, =; 1 

Phœbe Clinket; I am a little griev'd to ſay, re- 
flects a little on a lady of your acquaintance, the 
Counteſs of W ſea, who is ſo much affected with 
that itch of verſifying, that ſhe has implements for 
writing, in every room in her houſe that ſhe fre- 
quents. You and I know, Gay has many obligations 
to-that lady, therefore, out of juſtice and good-man- 
ners ought to have ſpar'd her. But poets provok'd, 
are as bad as hornets ; they care not who they ſting ! 
and I think the motto to the thiſtle, (the arms of 
North-Britain) Nemo me impune laceſſit, given by 


James V. of Scotland, is not an improper one for a 


poet That unlucky lady was heard to ſay,—Gays 
trivia ſhow'd he aves more proper to walk before a 
chair, than to ride in ore. his ſarcaſm was the 
cauſe, why the poor Counteſs is thruſt among ſuch a 
pour of motley figures on the ſtage. As Hamlet ſays 
y the players; © You had better have a poets good 
" wn than a bad epitaph after your death.” I 
muſt confeſs a poor revenge upon a woman; and a 
revenge of this kind on any of the ſoft ſex, is below 
the dignity of man. I am of the poets opinion, 
Who ſa ys 
Too noble for revenge ! which ſtill we find 
«© The weakeſt frailty of a feeble mind; 
„ Ungenerous paſſion ! and for man too baſe 
Thus my friend have I finiſh'd my 2d article, and 
proceed to the Tairp and laſt, which ſhall be to 
conſider the play, and remark every paſſage that 
borders on any other in the dramatic way, but not 
With the ill-natur'd deſign of a critick, Ws 
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The very firſt ſcene of the play, puts me in mind 
of the firſt entrance of Moroſe, with his epicæne in 
Ben Jobnſon's ſilent woman; and ſeveral other ſcenes 
in this Three. Hours after Marriage, convinces me the 
authors had that. celebrated, comedy often in view, 
But Foffile in his firſt ſpeech where he ſays — 


« 1 now proclaim a ſolemn ſuſpenſion of arms be. 
% taveen medicine and diſeaſes ; Be this day ſacred to 


« ny love.” Puts me ſtrongly in mind of Jupiter's 
ending the firſt act of Dryden's amphytrion : and I 
doubt. not, but the author had the ſame thought 
with me. 5 . 
Let human kind their ſovereign's leiſure wait, 

*« Love is this night my great affair of ſtate: 

« Let this one night on providence be void: 

All Jove for once, is on himſelf employ'd. 

In the next page Mrs. Townley ſays 

Marriage, is not to be undertaken wantonly like brate 
beafis, Do you not think this following ſpeech of 
Truwits to Moroſe upon his ſudden marriage, was not 
the father of Mrs. Townley's ſpeech. 

& Wou'd you go to bed ſo ſoon? a man of your 
« head and hair ſhould owe more to the reverend ce- 
te remony, and not mount the marriage-bed like a 
« town-bull, Ge. 5 

The meſſages from his patients, I like the leaſt of 
any thing in the whole play, tho? it is a juſt ſatire on 
thoſe people of rank, that dare not be well without 
the advice of their phyſician: Yet I am angry at the 
counteſs of Hippokekoana, who 1s no other than the 
good dutcheſs of M—-n—th, who generally took an 
emetick once a week. This lady had the misfortune 
to break her thigh-bone by a fall, but her modeſty 
was ſo great, ſhe would not allow the ſurgeons to ap- 
ply any remedy ; but by their advice, women took 
their office upon them, but perſormed it ſo ill, that 
the poor lady muſt go lame to her tomb. The annu- 
al day, on which her illuſtrious huſband loſt his head, 
Me faſts the four and twenty hours: a rare —_ 
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of conjugal-love! But indeed ſomething of this 


whole ſcene may be picked out of Moliere. | 
In the ſcene between Tremendous, Clinket and 
the Players; that critick talks in the uſual ftile of 
Dennis—PBut in this ſpeech of — | 
There is not in all this ſodom of ignorance, ten righ- 
es alittle too free with 
the old teſtament. 


Thoſe letters that are given to the doctor in diſguiſe 


of his footman, are ſomething like ſeveral paſſages in 


Molier's Cecu imaginaire. That ſign'd Wyburn, I 
believe I need not inform you, is the moſt noted bawd 
in London. The character of Lubomirſki, may be 


found (at leaſt ſomething like it) in Lopez de Vega; but 


his water of virginity, you may fnd ſomething very 
like that in og call'd the Changeling, written by 
Middleton and Rowley in conjunction, printed 1653. 

Their Mummy may be found in a little piece in 
the Theatre Italien, call'd the mummies of Egypt; 
and I believe the Nile furniſh'd the Crocodile. | 

I begin to be tir'd my friend, and, therefore let me 
tell you, Mrs. Townley proving, no wife to Foſſile, 
may put you in mind of Ben 7eh»ſon's ſilent woman, 
and Congrewe's old batchelor. 

Bu: what of all thi !! who would ſearch for what I 
have done, but ſuch a compliant puppy as myſelf, to 
pleaſe one who does not care what trouble I take; 
but for taking hints from the French, Spaniſh, or any 
of our own celebrated authors, eſpecially if they are 
improved upon, as in jultice theſe are. I will not ei- 
teem a crime How many whole plays have we tran- 
ſlated from the celebrated Moliere, that every winter 


gives pleaſure to a Britiſh audience? I ſhall never aſk 


my cook of what ingredients my diſhes are compos'd, 
ſo my viands are wholſome and well reliſh'd: And 
this Three Hours after Marriage, in my opinion, had 


not the ſatice been pointed at particular people, 


might have furniſh'd out a repaſt for many winters 
'T heatric nights. 2 — 
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s To the Publiſher, 
S 1 X, | 

Defire you will publiſh this ſhort account T ſend you, 

if you think fit, ſince it cannot more properly be 
tacked to any other work—1t is wrote by a perſon who 
is till alive, and tho a woman, intimate with the po- 
ets of this century, and conſequently with meſt of the 
theatrical perſons worthy notice; therefore I have 
ſent you a careful copy from the original, by the 
gentleman's conſent it was wrote to, 


A LETTER, giving an Account of the Origin of 
the Quarrel between Cibber, Pope, and Gay. 
T2 | 


OU tell me, it is matter of great ſurprize to 


you, that Pope like a vicious horſe, has ſo of- 
ten flung out at the Laureat, whoſe apology for his 
life and comedies you ſo much admire. Women, de- 
pend on it, Sir Thomas, keep up a little vanity, e- 
ven in the decline of life, as well as you men; and 
you will certainly think ſo, when I tell you I can un- 
Travel all the true reaſons, and ſources of that affair. 


I have often informed you, my intimacy with Mrs.“ 


Oldfield brought me the freedom of the theatre, as 
well at rehearſals in the morning, as the uſe of her box 
atnight. I accompany'd heralmoſt every morning to the 
Three Hours after Marriage, This comedy was the 
ſource of that bitterneſs, and keen-cutting ſatire that 
Pope expreſſes againſt Cibber in all his writings. At 
the rehearſal of this piece, no two could expreſs 
more amity ; and the former was often heard to ſay, 
with his other two aſſociates, Arbuthnot and Gay: 
« Cibber, in teaching the comedians their parts, 
« had ſtrack out infinitely more humour than they 
t themſelves conceiv'd, or even meant; and 1 
© heard Gay fay”— | 

« We dug the oar, but he refin'd the gold.” 
Which was plainly owning, they all three had a hand 
in mixing the ingredients for this theatric pudding. 

We ſhall give the firſt appearance of Pope's reſent- 


ment, in Mr. Cibber's own words, in his letter to 
| Pope; 
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Pope; and then relate another paſſage the laureat has 
omitted. | 
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The play of the Rehearſal, which had lain ſome 
few years dormant, being by his preſent majeſty 
(then Prince of Wales) commanded to be reviv'd, 
the part of Bayes fell to my ſhare. To this character, 
there always had been allow'd ſuch ludicrous liber- 
ties of obſervation, upon any thing new or remar- 
kable in the ſtate of the ſtage, as Mr. Bayes ſhould 
think proper to take. Much about this time the 
Three Hours after Marriage had been acted, which 


Mr. Baye's as uſual had a fling at, which in itſelf 


was no jeſt, unleſs the audience would pleaſe to 
make it one. In this play, two coxcombs being 
in love with a virtuoſo's wife; to get unſuſpected 
acceſs to her, ingenuouſly ſent themſelves as two 
preſented rarities to the huſband, the one ſwath'd 
up like an Egyptian Mummy, and the other ſllyly 
cover'd in the paſte-board ſkin of a Crocodile: Upon 
which poetical expedient, Mr. Bayes, when the 
two kings of Brentford came down from the clouds 


into the throne again; inſtead of what my part di- 


rected me to ſay, I made uſe of theſe words, viz. 


No Sir, this revolution, I had ſome thoughts of 
introducing by a quite different contrivance; but 


my deſign taking air, ſome of your ſharp wits I 


found, had made uſe of it before me; otherwiſe, I 


intended to have ſtolen one of them in, in the 


ſhape of a mummy, and the other, in that of a 


crocodile. The audience by their roar of applauſe, 
ſhow'd their approbation : But why am I anſwera- 
ble for that? I did not lead them by any reflection 
of my own. But this it ſeems was ſo heinouſly ta- 


ken by Mr. Pope, that in the ſwellings of his 


heart after the play was over, he came behind the 
ſcenes with his lips pale, and voice trembling, to 
call me to account for the inſult, and, accordingly 
fell upon me with all the foul language, that a wit 
out of his ſenſes, could be capable of—How gurf 


abe the impudgnce to treat any gentlemen in that 
ds 7 <4 


© manner 
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** manner ? &c, &c, &c. Now let the reader judge by 
« this concern, who was the true mother of the child 
« When he was almoſt choak'd with the foam of 
« his paſſion, I was enough recover'd to make him 
« (as near as I can remember) this reply—0iz Mr. 
« Pope, you are ſe particular a man, that I muſt be 
« ofpam'd to return your language as I ought to do; 
« but fince you have attacked me in ſo monſtrous a man- 
« ner, this you may depend upon, that as long as the 
% play continues to be acted, I will newer fail to re- 
« peat the ſame words over and over again. Now, as 
« heaccordingly found I kept my word for ſeveral 
« nights following, I am afraid he has fince thought, 
that his pen was a ſharper weapon than his tongue, 
« to truſt his revenge with; and, however juſt cauſe 
«& this may be for his doing ſo; it is, at leaſt, the on- 
« ly cauſe my conſcience can charge me with. 
So far has Mr. Cibber thought fit to relate of this 
affair, and no farther, which is ſtrictly true: But the 
laureat in this account of the firſt failing of Mr. Popes 
friendſhip, makes no mention of what paſs'd between 
him ver Mr. Gay, the fourth evening, after his 
ſparring with Mr. Pope: Perhaps, the death of Gay 
prevail'd on him to be ſilent, or perhaps, that author, 
never having publickly attack'd him, might be his 
motive for not mentioning the affair. 

Thus it was, Mr Pope's frail form not being cut 
out for a hero, ſpirited up Mr. Gay, as a party con- 
cerned in the ſuppos'd affront ; and accordingly, the 
fourth night, 2 Pope's ill ſucceſs, Gay, like a va- 
liant champion, came behind the ſcenes to attack 
Bayes at the head of his new rais'd forces: A dange- 
rous undertaking, ſince, he might have ſeen, if rage 
had not blinded him, ſeveral horſe, rang'd on each 
fide the field of battle, ready for the riders to mount, 
at the firit call of the trumpet—moft of the forces 
were in their tents, waiting the word of command. 
But Bayes, the general, already prepar'd, was gone 
from his pavilion, and reconnoitring the numerous 
ſpeQators—that is without a metaphor : Cibber * 
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kis glove rais'd up to his eyes, (his uſual cuſtom) 
was obſerving the audience about half an hour after 
five o'clock (the play beginning in drury lane axactly 
at ſix) when Gay accoſted him. We ſhall wave the 
ſhort dialogue; but only obſerve that great poets are 
as well vers'd in the vulgar language, as well as the 
ſublime, and perhaps, in their anger ſhow as little 


politeneſs, as thole educated in the boarding-ſchool 


of billing's-gate, But at laſt Gays paſſion grew 
ungovernable; he with his arm rais'd high, was go- 
ing to diſcharge a ponderous blow upon Baye's, but 
a ſtander by diſarmed him, and prevented the igno- 
minious blow. They then ſeiz'd each other, grap- 
pled hard, and a cuff or two were exchang'd on both 
ſides—Gay having the advantage of youth, and 
ſtrength, threw Bayes down, yet he bravely drag'd 
his foe down with him in his fall : But the affair grow- 
ing a little- too ſerious, the combatants were parted, 
without bloodſhed, ſave that Bayes got a ſmall ſcratch 
upon the noſe, which the piece of wet brown paper, 
(a property of his part) decently conceal'd from the 
ſpectators. It is certain, one of thoſe that endea- 
voured to part them, got a moſt ſevere broken ſhin 
from one of them; ſo that we may be aſſur'd they 
kick'd as well as cuff d. However this combat did 
not laſt ſo long as it takes up in the relation. Bayes's 


wig went once more under the correction of the bar- 


ber, and the play began at the ſtated time. We can- 
not call this by the pompous name of Battle, but 
ſimply ſkirmiſhing ; but as Gay was obliged to quit 
the field, Bayes may in ſome ſort be termed victor; 
however, he triumph'd with his mummy and crocodile 
that night, but dropt it afterwards, the jeſt growing 
ſtale. Mr. Pope's apparition to Mr. Cibber on this occa- 
ſion was known to very few, but this of Mr. Gay was the 
common town and table-talk for ſome time, kept 
up by the grub-ſtreet wits that made many a hearty 
meal upon it, (till ſomething more in ſeaſon threw 


it out of the bill of fare.) It is manifeſt, this truffing 
beginning put an end INE friendſhip for —_— 
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if he realy had any; and the continuance of his enmi- 
ty, for near thirty years, is no mark of humanity. 
It is accounted unmanly and mean, to give a perſon 
repeated ſtrokes, when he has not ſpirit enough to re- 
ſent the firſt; and yet that excellent poet, had ſo much 
bitterneſs in his ſweet wit, (if we may be allowed to 
fay ſo,) that to many it palls the taſte. The reader 
in this ſupplement, will not find Cibber's name once 
mentioned: The reaſon is apparent; he had not done 
any thing to provoke ; but ſince the year of the three 
Hours after Marriage, (1717) he has a dart at him in 
almoſt every thing he publiſhes—In his epiſtle to doc- 
tor Arbuthnot he plainly ſays—(mentioning a play 
he was deſired to recommend to the ſtage) 

There (thank my ſtars) my whole commiffion ends, 

Cibber and J, are Juckily no friends. 

And yet it is well known, Mr. Cibber never made the 
leaſt return, till his letter to Pope 1742, and then, he 
declar'd to many of his friends, he did it, becauſe he 
had no other buſinefs on his hands, and that he might 
not be forgot before he was dead. Of all the foibles 
Mr. Cibber might be guilty of, thoſe that are con- 
verſant with him, know malice, envy or ſlander, are 
not in the compoſition. | | 

When a perſon informed him, Pope was no more ; 
he ſeem'd much concern'd, and reply'd, I am griev'd 
for the loſs of ſo great a man; I was never his enemy, 
and for thoſe ſpots he ſeem'd to daſh on me, his ad- 
mirable wit made me overlook them all—and I am 
convinced, he ſometimes wrote againſt the ſentiments. 
of his heart. Nay we are informed, Pope was heard 
to ſay in his laſt ickneſs— 

« My ſatires againſt Cibber, are not my laſt re- 
„ pented faults.” 

But we are not willing to part with this Three 
Hours after Marriage, without relating an odd acci- 
dent, that happened the 4th night of that play; it 
may be called a ſcene of diſtreſs, in a pantomime that 
befell an unlucky lover ; for it was all in dumb ſhow ; 
We are ſure, it created more vociferous mirth in the 
ſpectators, 
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ſpectators, than any other paſſage of wit or ſatire ; and 
the enemies to the Triumvir, declared it was the beft 
thing in the whole piece. Had Hogarth been preſent 
(as he might have been) his inimitable pencil would, 
have ſtronger ideas, of the comic diſtreſs, than any 
deſcription can do: But, perhaps, contemplatingthe 
ſcene may ſtrengthen the readers imagination. 

Cibber, was the mummy, curiouſly wrapt and 
folded with proper bandages, painted with falſe E- 
gyptian Hieroglyphics, but however falſe the heral- 
dry, his arms were at liberty. The droll facetious Pen- 
kethman, was that amphibious devourer, the crocodile, 
where the painter, the tailor, with other artificers had 
us'd their utmoſt {{1]1l : The monſter's two foremoſt 
legs, were fitted to his arms, and Penky's legs, ſerv'd 
for thoſe of the monſter, He made a formidable fi- 
gure as he crawl'd in, with his great head, and long 
tail; for, tho' he was ordered to be carry'd as a 
ſtuff'd monſter, he would creep, as crocodiles ſhould 
do on dry land: When he ſtood upright, his face 
peep'd from the belly of the monſter; form'd mon- 
ſtrouſly to charm indeed! The caſe that brought in 
the mummy-lover, was plac'd in the center of the 
ſtage behind, and the door, or, open part, ſtood fac- 
ing the audience upright—While they were employ'd 
in their courtſhip, diſplaying their charms as lovers ; 
Penkethman, the crocodile, boaſting much in the 
beauty of his long tail, and, traverſing the ſtage, un- 
fortunately made ſuch a parade with it, that he 
threw down Sarſnet (the attendant and confidant of 
Mrs. Townley) flat ypon her back, where the diſco- 
vered more linnen than other habitiments, and, more 
{in and fleſh than linnen, this began the firſt uproar 
in the audience. 'The perſons of the drama upon the 


ſtage, ſtrove to ſcreen the accident as much as they 


could, and the crocodile, Penkethman, (whoſe face 
was a farce) riſing from giving his aſſiſtance #9 the fal- 
len maid; unluckilly, his back encountered the caſe 
for the mummy, which ſtood upright, openmouth'd, 
to receive him, that caſe and crocodile fell W 
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with ſuch violent noiſe, that the body of the croco- 
dile lay intirely inhum'd in the caſe of the mummy, 
all abſorb'd but the head and tail of the monſter ; and 
the rapidity of the fall, had ſo forcibly jamm'd all 
that appertain'd to Pinky's fair form, that all the 
ſtrength and ſkill of twenty people running to the 
aſſiſtance of the monſter, could not diſengage him, 
till Pallas in the likeneſs of hammers, ſaws, chiſſels, 
and other implements in the hands of thoſe that knew 
their uſe, releas'd him. This ſcene took more than 
half an hour in the action; with what roar of ap- 
plauſe the reader muſt form in his own Imagination. 
Many of the audience the next night, made an inter- 
ruption of ſome minutes, to have the ſcene repeated, 
- which ſo much allarmed poor Sarſnet, that ſhe run off 
the ſtage extremely frighted, which provok'd a peal 
of laughter from the ſpectators. | 

You ſee fir, it is ſome danger, to give a woman 
room to talk; but I'll make an end with Bromias's 
haſt ſpeech in the ſecond act of Amphytrion, wiz. 

The tongue is the laſt moving thing about a 
woman. | 
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COURT BALLAD. 
: To the Tune of, | | 
1 To all you Ladies now at Land, &c: | 
T. ſ 
1 
_ O one fair lady out of court, 
| And two fair ladies in, F 


Who think the Tark*, and Pope I a ſport, 
And wit and loveno ſin ; 

Come, theſe ſoft lines, with nothing ſtiff in, 

To Bellenden, Lepell, and Griffin. 


* 
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With a fa, Ia, la. 
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What paſſes in the dark third row, 
And what behind the ſcene, 
Couches and crippled chairs I know, 
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# know the ſwing of finful hack, 
Where many damſels cry alack. 


Wich a fa, la, la: 
III. 


Then why to courts ſhould I repair, 
Where's ſuch ado with Townſhend, 
To hear each mortal ſtamp and ſwear, 
And every ſpeech with Zoons end; 
To hear em rail at honeſt Sunderland, 
| And raſhly N the realm of Blunder land“. 
With a fa, la, la. 


IV. 


Alas! like Schutæ I cannot pun, 
Like Grafton court the Germans; 
Tell Pickenbourg how lim ſhe's grown, 
Like Meadows run to ſermons ; 
To Court ambitious men may roam, 
But I and Mar/bro' ſtay at home. 
| | With a fa, la, la, 


=> 


In truth, by what I can diſcern, 


Of courtiers 'twixt you three, 
Some 
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Some wit you have, and more may learn. 
From court, than Gay or Me : 4 — 
Perhaps, in time, you'll leave high diet, 
To ſup with. us on milk and quiet. 
With a fa, la, la- 


VI. 


At Leiceſter- Fields, a houſe full high, 
With door all painted green, 

Where ribbons wave upon the tye, 
(A Milliner I mean ;) 

There may you meet us three to three, 


For Gay can well make two of Me. oo 


VII. 


But ſhou'd you catch the prudiſh itch, : | 
And each become a coward, | 
Bring ſometimes with you lady Rich, bi 
And ſometimes miſtreſs Howard ;. | 
For virgins to keep chaſte, muſt go 
Abroad with ſuch as are not ſo. — 
4 With a fa, la, 1a; | 


VIII. And 
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VIII. 
And thus, fair maids, my ballad ends; 
God ſend the king ſafe landing *; 
And make all honeſt ladies friends 
To armies that are ſtanding ; 


Preſerve the limits of theſe nations, 
And take off ladies limitations. 


This Ballad was Written anno 1717. 


E PI- 


With a fa, la, la. 
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EPIGRAMS, 


Occafion'd by an 
I NVI TAT I O N 
COURT. 


N the lines that you ſent, are the Mu/es and 
1 Graces ; 
You have the zine in your evit, and three in your 
faces. | 
. 
They may talk of the geddeſſes in Ida vales, 
But you ſhew your wit, whereas they ſhew their 
rails. | 
III. 

You Bellenden, Griffin, and little Lepell, 
By G- you all lie like the D—l in hell; 
To ſay that at Court there's a dearth of all wit, 


And ſend what Argyle, would he write, might have 


aurit. 


IV. Adam 


2:8 EPIGRAMS. 


IV. 


Adam had fallen twice, if for an.apple 
The D-—1 had brought him Be/lenden and Lepell. 


V. 
On Sunday at fix, in the ftreet that's call'd Gerrard, 


You may meet the two champions who are ne 


lord SY -d. 
| VI. 


They ſay 4— s a wit, for what? 
For writing ? no,. — for writing not. 
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Mr. POP E's Literary 
Correſpondence. 


N Mr. Pope's letter to the Earl of Burlington, 


giving an account of Mr. Lintot's journey with 
him to Oxford, ſpeaking of Oldiſworth, * I loſt, 
ſays Mr. Lintot, by his Timothy's“ This alludes to 
a book intituled, I Dialogue between Timothy and 
Philatheus, Cc. written againſt the rights of the 


church, 


LETTERS of Mr. Pope to H. C. Eſq; from 1708 to 


1711, f. e. to Henry Cromwell, Eſq; and where- 
_ ever in the ſaid letters Mr. C. is mentioned, Mr. 


Cromwell is meant. 
LeTTERs to ſeveral LADIES. 


LerTzr VI. Read the beginning thus; I will not 
deſcribe Bl-— (that is) Bleinheim near Wood- 
ſtock, the ſeat of the Duke of Marlborough. 


LeTTER XI. Mrs, B and Mrs. L-—, f. e. 
Mrs. Bellenden, and Mrs. Lepell. Mrs. H——, 
7. e. Mrs. Howe. B— Park, . e. Buſhey Park, 

X | | 
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2.30 A Rey to Mr. Pope's 
near Hampton-Court, the ſeat of the Earl of 
Halifax. | RY 


LerTer XV. At Lord H—'s, 1. . Lord Har- 
] == ſeat, wiz. Stanton- Harcourt, in Oxford- 
| Ire, 


LeTTErR XXII. Mr. C=—, 5. . Mr Carol. 
8 Vid. The Duke of B——m, . e. the Duke of 
| Buckingham. 


LETTERS to the Honourable Edward Blount, Eſq; 


Mr. D — in letter of March 20, 1715-16, 
4 i. e. Mr. Dod well. 8 


Lerrzs of june 27, 1723. The chriſtian biſhop 
therein mentioned, 7. e. Biſhop Atterbury. 


LerTrxs of Mr. Pope to Mr. Gay, from 1712 


to 1730. 


LzrrEn, Dec 24, 1712. 'Fhe Dutcheſs, 7. 6. the 
Dutcheſs of Queenſberry. Bid. He who does 
what Chaucer ſays—* for ſuſtenance.” (i. e. S—) 


F.xzTTER of May 4, 1714. Breathing in ſmoke, 
walking in crouds, and making fine pictures of 
this way of life, &c. 


T'his is a compliment to Mr. Gay, upon his poem 
called Trivia, or the Art of walking the Streets of 
London, octavo. Bid. the Dean, i. e. Swift. 
In the next letter, Y—g, i. e. Dr. Edward Young, 
author of Buſiris, a tragedy, Bid. the cloſe of 
this letter, vg. I am, divine Bucoliaſt, thy loving 

z countryman, 7. e a compliment paid by Dean Par- 

| nel to Mr. Gay, upon his Paſtorals, intituled, 

he Shepherd's Week. | 
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Lerrzx of Nov. 8, 1718. Mr. Gays letter to Mr. 
Lowndes, therein mentioned, alludes to a poem. in 
his works, thus inſcribed ; 


To my ingenious and worthy friend, William Lown- 
des, Eſq; author of that celebrated treatiſe in folio, 
called, the Land-Tax Bill. | 


HE N poets print their works, the ſcribling 
crew, 

Stick the bard o'er with bays, like Chriftmas Pew :* 
Can meagre poetry ſuch fame deſerve ? 
Can poetry; that only writes to ſtarve? 

And ſhall no laurels deck that famous head, 
In which the ſenate's annual law is bred ? 
That hoary head, which greater glory fires, 
By nobler aways and means true fame acquires. 
O had I Virgil's force to ſing the man, 
Whoſe learned lines can millions raiſe per ann. 
Great Lowndes's praiſe ſhould ſwell the trump of 

fame, 
And rapes and wapentakes reſound his name. 


LerrTeR of Septemb. 11, 1722. Lady Dutcheſs of 
M. i. e. Dutcheſs of Marlborough. Mrs. A—'s 
navel, Mrs. Arbuthnot's navel. 


LETTER beginning Dear Gay, the Dean therein 
mentioned, z.e, Swift. 


LeTTERr of Ang. 18, 1730. Mr. Pope ſays. L 
now honour Sir Robert Walpole,' &c. This is 


arrant ſneer; for it can be proved, that altho' this 


gentleman has done Mr. Pope ſome ſignal favours, 
et he wrote the character of the Norfolk Steward 
in the Craftſman, to abuſe him. id. Dr. A-—, 
i. e. Dr. Arbuthnot. id. The Dean, 7. e. Swift. 
bid. Old Dutcheſs of M. i. e. of Marlborough. 


LETTER 
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232% A Key to Mr. Pope's, &e. 


LeTTex of Septemb. 11, 1730. The ſink of hu- 

man greatneſs at W=—r, f. e. the Royal Family 

and court at Windſor. Mid. Mrs. B. . e. Mrs. 
Blount of Peterſham, i in Surrey. 


s letter from the Earl of Peterborow : 7 
If I were a man of many plums,'* - 


Lor rr to Lord Bathurſt, deſigning a u 


e, 


N. B. The ropal gardens at Richmond. 


* A ned Cuett term for a hundred thouſand pound man 


9 


